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French, 25 West 45th Street, New York, N. Y. 
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play: “Produced by special arrangement with Samuel 
French of New York.” 


Attention is called to the penalty provided by law for any 
infringement of the author’s rights, as follows: 


“SECTION 4966:—Any person publicly performing or 
representing any dramatic or musical composition for 
which copyright has been obtained, without the consent 
of the proprietor of said dramatic or musical composi- 
tion, or his heirs and assigns, shall be liable for damages 
thereof, such damages, in all cases to be assessed at such 
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and representation be wilful and for profit, such person or 
persons shall he guilty of a misdemeanor, and upon con- 
viction shall be imprisoned for a period not exceeding one 
year.’—U. §&. Revised Statutes: Title 60, Chap. 3. 


CHARACTERS 
(As we meet them) 


Mrs. DanieLt Connors, forced into “ society.” 

Betty, her maid. 

Mrs. BeLpeEN-GreEy, an English tutor. 

Mrs. AncELtica McNutty, Mrs. Connors’ married 
daughter. 

Beatrice ComtTon, of Central Park—W est. 

Dutcy Connors, a genuine “Irish Rose.” 

STANLEY ComTon, a college athlete. 

Barton HAwLey, a young politician. 

GLADys FLUTTERMORE, an extremely live wire. 

ALLAN (“CHuBBY”) WRIGGLEY, a jolly young 
Sport. 


SCENE THROUGHOUT: Living-room in the Con- 
NORS’ apartments in upper New York. 


Act 1: The kick-off. 
Act II: The scrimmage. Two weeks later. 
Act III: “The touchdown, A few days later. 
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A BRIEF DESCRIPTION OF CHARACTERS 


Mrs. Connors: A comely matron of about 
forty-five. Irish-American. Speaks with very 
slight brogue. Dresses well, but perhaps not always 
in good taste. Kindly, loyal and shrewd. Keen 
sense of humor. 

Betty: Pretty, trim girl, early twenties. Con- 
ventional maid’s dress. 

Mrs. BELDEN-GREY: A rather quiet, conserva- 
tive English woman about thirty. Clear and pre- 
cise way of speaking. Slight English accent. 
Graciousness of manner. Wears correct gowns but 
of subdued colors. 

Mrs. McNutty: About twenty-three. Pretty, 
but rather weak face. Evidently “ made-up.” 
Wears expensive, super-modern gowns. Display of 
jewelry. Inclined to be snobbish. Has associated 
with a newly-rich rapid set, and has absorbed their 
objectionable manner. 

Dutcy: A very pretty girl about twenty-one. 
Had been something of a madcap until she came 
under the influence of “ Mrs. Belden-Grey’s ” school 
and especially the ‘‘Comtons.” Though of humble 
origin, her latent instincts are to become a lady. 
Her loyalty and love for her parents predominate. 
She is given occasion to show many sides to her 
nature, and if she introduces “ specialties,’—sing, 
dance or recite,—the part should be given to a capa- 
ble and versatile actress. Her dresses are simple, 
but in good taste. 

Beatrice: A charming, unaffected girl about 
twenty. Ingratiating voice and manner. Dresses 
simply. 

STANLEY: A clean-cut collegian about twenty- 
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‘two. Rather tall, and of athletic build. Fine speak- 
ing voice. Dresses well. 

Barton Hawley: About twenty-six. Good 
looking in a bold way. Attempts a suavity of man- 
ner, but a certain coarseness pervades his voice and 
manner. Dresses well, but a trifle “‘ loud.” 

GLapys FLUTTERMORE: A _ blond girl about 
twenty-three. Butterfly type. Full of action. Out- 
wardly something of a gusher, but is looking out 
for “ Gladys” every minute. Is playing “ Chubby ” 
for all he is worth. Dresses well, but in conspicuous 
colors. 

ALLAN (“CuusBy”): <A _ plump, easy-going 
young man. Round, pink face. Possessing more 
money than brains. Fancies he is a “ regular fel- 
low” and very clever. His clothes of the very 
latest cut. Inclined to be good-hearted. Has an al- 
most effeminate laugh, which can be made very 
amusing, but must not be overdone, or overworked. 

Learn your parts thoroughly the first thing. 


PROPERDYsLIst 
2 Acer tT 


Engagement book for Mrs. Connors. Appoint- 
ments for her desk, letters,-papers, etc. Small roll 
of bills in desk drawer. Telephone, and framed 
photo of “ Mr. Connors” on desk. Door-bell or 
buzzer off r. Book on table for Mrs. Connors. 
Tea wagon and appointments up c. Piano down R. 
Handkerchief for STANLEY to drop. Stamped let- 
ter off r. for Betty to bring in. Ring with large 
diamond (?) for GLapys to wear on finger. 


Act T 


Room brilliantly lighted. Window backing soft- 
ened for evening. Cups and saucers, and perhaps 
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small cakes on tea wagon up c. Songs on piano, 
and music for specialties. 


Act III 


Newspaper off r. for GLapys to bring in. Long 
pasteboard box supposed to contain flowers off R. 
for Betty to bring in. 


Cupid Scores a Touchdown 


AGI 


SCENE: Living-room in the CoNNors’ apartments, 
uptown New York. Door R. Opening L., 
screened with portieres. Window at back, blue 
sky backing. The furnishings are showy, 
bright colors predonunate. Desk up against L. 
wall with papers and other appointments, also 
telephone. On top of desk is a framed photo 
of a man about forty-five (“ Mr. Connors’’). 
Piano down against R. wall. Tea wagon and 
appointments up c. by window. Two or three 
small tables about, several easy-chairs, settee 

) down L. 

TIME: Late afternoon. 


(Mrs. Connors, a rather stout Irish-American 
woman about forty-three, is seated at desk, 
looking over her engagement book. Betty, her 
maid, is standing near her. Mrs. CoNNors 
sighs, then looks up from her book and 
frowns.) 


Betty. Can—can I help you in any way, Mrs. 
Connors? 

Mrs. C. (Speaks with only shght brogue) I 
don’t see how ’twould be in the power of human 
man or woman to help me. (Chuckles.) 

Betty. Why—why, I’m sorry. If there’s any- 
‘hing—I can do 

Mrs. C. Now, if you had the power of magic, 
like ve heard the “ good people ” or fairies possess, 


A 
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and tell me how I could make it convenient to be 
in half a dozen places to-morrow at about the same 
time, I’d be relieved. 

Betty. I—don’t—think I quite—understand, 
Mrs. Connors. 

Mrs. C. Nor do I, Betty, how I happen to make 
the mistake of dating meself up to keep engage- 
ments that trip over each other. Just listen: 
(Reads.) ‘Madame Jolette, the modiste, at 
10:40.”  (Speaks.)' She'll’ keep mean hour 
am due at the hair dresser’s at 11: 15—good for 
half an hour. I am to lunch at a woman’s club 
without fail, and then listen to an address about 
—a man named Poe who tamed a raven. What do 
I care if he did? Then—lI’ve promised to meet my 
daughter Angelica at an art store at 1: 30, and later 
to go for quite a bit of shopping with Miss Dulcy. 

Betry. Well,—that would be hard to arrange. 
Perhaps Miss Dulcy would be willing to put off her 
shopping till the next day 

Mrs. C. What! Put Dulcy off? It would be 
like trying to push back a rush crowd in the sub- 
way. Yet—lI’ve noticed she’s grown much more 
reasonable of late. 

Berry. I am sure if she thought it would help 
you, she’d consent. She is always so lively and 
happy. 

Mrs. C. (Chuckles) Oh, my yes. But hap- 
piest when she has her own way. I suspect they 
found her too lively at the last school she was at. 

Betty. Maybe she’s taking more interest in her 
studies under her English tutor, Mrs. Belden-Grey. 

Mrs. C. She appears to, still—I’d hate to read 
the letters she writes home to her friends in Eng- 
land about Dulcy. (Buzzer sounds off Rr.) Will 
you answer the door, Betty? 

Berry. Are you at home ? 

Mrs. C. It all depends. If it’s one of them 
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snobs—I’m in—Brooklyn. If it’s one of my friends, 
—I’m here. 

PEtiye eves, Mrs. Connors) . (zits: door ®t, 
showing hall backing. Mrs. Connors business of 
patting her hair before mirror. Picking up a book 
from table, and seated in easy-chair when Betty 
returns. ) Tt’ s the lady we were speaking of, Mrs. 
Belden-Grey. She is in the reception room, 

Mrs. C. Oh, murder! I almost fear that Dulcy 
is in for a combing down. Show her in, Betty. 

Betty. Yes, Mrs. Connors. (Exiis x. Mrs. 
Connors goes to drawer in desk, and takes out a 
small roll of bills. Slips them im book beside her. 
Betty enters R. announcing.) Mrs. Belden-Grey. 
(Exits.) 

Mrs. C. (Rising and coming forward) Good- 
afternoon, Mrs. Belden-Grey! It’s—a lovely after- 
noon for calling. 

Mrs. B.-G. (She 1s rather a prim English woman 
about thirty. Evidently a lady. Speaks with slight 
English accent. Not burlesqued) Good-afternoon, 
Mrs. Connors. Yes, the day is delightful. 

Mrs. C. Take this chair, Mrs. Belden-Grey. It’s 
one of my favorites! 

Mrs. B.-G.. Thank you, Mrs. Connors. 


(The women are seated. Mrs, BELDEN-GREY R., 
Mrs. CONNORS L.) 


Mrs. C. As you’ve been out in the open air,. 
maybe I could persuade you to take a cup of tea? 
(Rises as if to go to tea wagon up C.) 

Mrs. B.-G. No, I think not, thank you, Mrs. 
Connors. I rarely take tea at this hour in the day. 

Mrs. C. (Returning to her chair) Is it pos- 
sible? Now I thought the English took tea on every 
and all occasions, whether they wanted it or not. 
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It was a sort of habit with ’em, like reading the 
London Times and cheering “ God Save the King!” 

Mrs. B.-G. (Laughing) I see you have the 
same idea of the English as that entertained by the 
American father in that amusing play, “So This is 
London.” 

Mrs. C. I missed seeing the play. It’s Dulcy 
who keeps us all posted regarding the shows. And 
how is she getting on at your private school, Mrs. 
Belden-Grey ? 

Mrs. B.-G. It was chiefly to speak of your 
daughter that I called, Mrs. Connors. 

Mrs C. “(Sighs ) Fl feared it! 

Mrs. B.-G. You have nothing to fear from my 
report. Among the half dozen young women I am 
tutoring, no one is doing better work than Miss 
Dulcy. 

Mrs. C. Glory be! Good work? Ah—ah— 
you don’t regard the other young women as being 
—not quite all there, (Tapping her forehead.) do 

our 

Mrs. B.-G. But I assure you, Mrs. Connors, that 
they are all there at my rooms every day, or else how 
could I compare your daughter’s work with that of 
her fellow students? 

Mrs. C. (Chuckling) Of course, of course. 
Well, well, I am delighted to hear it. As an in- 
structor you must be a marvel. 

Mrs. B.-G. I endeavor to bring out the best 

that is in the young women committed to my charge. 
~ Misa CG. J am stre oni 

Mrs. B.-G. But of course it lies with the young 
woman herself whether she profits by the oppor- 
tunities offered her. 

Mrs. C. Ain't at the truth! 

Mrs. B.-G: ‘YeS, in some Branches. I might’ say 
that Miss Dulcy one But in the study of lan- 
guages, I am afraid she will never be an adept. 
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Mrs. C. I believe it. Even in her own tongue 
there was a time when she adopted a lingo of her 
own, so I would fail to catch her meaning. But 
she was quick to remember the jokes and songs she 
heard at the vaudeville shows and musical comedies. 
_ Mrs. B.-G. Yes. But of late I have observed 
that she is employing far more conventional Eng- 
lish. 

Mrs. C. That’s fine! My married daughter— 
Mrs. McNulty, who lives up near Riverside Drive 
—will be surprised to hear that, for she seldom in- 
vites Dulcy there when she has dinner guests, 

Mrs. B.-G. Ah, indeed! I am surprised to hear 
that. Now I should have fancied that Miss Dulcy 
would enliven any social function. She is very 
keen at repartee. : 

Mrs. C. Ain’t it the truth! (Laughing.) Ive 
noticed that for a come-back she’s never at a loss. 

Mrs. B.-G. But it would be unfair for me to 
take all the credit for polishing Miss Dulcy’s dic- 
tion. Have you ever heard her speak of a Miss 
Comton? 

Mrs. C. Beatrice Comton? She talks of no one 
else! She has had her here a few times. A quiet, 
lady-like sort of girl she seemed to be, and it has 
puzzled me that Dulcy has taken to her so strongly 
the way she has. 

Mrs. B.-G. Miss Beatrice has had a very bene- 
ficial influence over your daughter, I feel sure. Has 
she ever spoken of Miss Beatrice’s brother? 

Mrs. C. I—think she—has, casually. Ah-ha! 
A light begins to dawn on me. 

Mrs. B.-G. He is very well-mannered. A grad- 
uate of Yale, and won fame as an athlete and very 
good looking. He frequently calls to take his sister 
home in his car, and occasionally invites Miss Dulcy 
to accompany them on the ride. 

Mrs. C. Does he now? That’s interesting. 
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Mrs. B.-G. I hope I have not been telling tales 
out of school—as the children say—I merely men- 
tion the incident to verify my belief that the Com- 
tons have had a refining influence over your daugh- 
ter. (iising.) I have several calls to make, but I 
was eager to drop in if only for a moment or two, 
and acquaint you, Mrs. Connors, regarding the fine 
progress your daughter is making along academic 
as well as social lines. 

Mrs. C. I am rejoiced to hear it, Mrs. Belden- 
Grey, and so will Mr. Connors, who is at present 
on a business trip down in Florida, and partly for 
his health. Thank you for calling. (Follows Mrs, 
BELDEN-GREY up to door R.) 

Mrs. B.-G. It was a pleasure, I am sure. Good~ 
‘afternoon, Mrs. Connors. 

Mrs. C. Drop in any time. 

Mrs. B.-G. Thank you, I will. (She exits.) 

Betty. (After a slight pause enters) The cook 
asked me to inquire if you and Miss Dulcy were 
dining home this evening? 

Mrs. C. Tell her yes. I think Miss Dulcy men- 
tioned that she had invited two or three of her 
young friends to join us. It will be quite—informal. 

Betty. Yes, Mrs. Connors. I will tell her. 
(About to exit when buzzer heard off R.) 

Mrs. C, Perhaps that is she and her friends 
now! But no, it can’t be, she has her latch-key. 
You will know if I am at home to the caller. 

Betty. Yes, Mrs. Connors. (£zitts R.) 


(Mrs. Connors takes bills from book, and returns 
them to desk drawer.) 


Anoiz. (Mrs. ANGELICA McNUuLty enters R. 
She is about twenty-three, dressed in ultra-fashion- 
able clothes. Evidently “made-up.” Assumes a 
rather superior air, which ill becomes her) Ah, 
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Moms, glad to find you at home. (Gives Mrs. 
Connors a peck of a kiss.) I was just out for a 
ride in my new limousine and thought I’d drop in. 

Mrs. C. I am glad you did, Angelica. And so 
you have another new car? Hum, Philip must be 
doing well? 

ANGIE. (Sinks into chair languidly) I believe 
so, but he never tells me much about his affairs. 
(With hard laugh.) In fact, I see very little of 
him. It’s business, business with him every hour 
in the day, and nights, too, for that matter. 

Mrs. C. (Sighs) That’s not my idea of a happy 
married life, Angelica. Now when your father and 
I started housekeeping 

Anatz. (Pettishly) Oh, for pity sake, Moms, 
don’t begin that old story; I’ve heard it a thousand 
times! Having three or four rooms over Jake 
Cohen’s grocery store on Second Avenue. You do- 
ing the washing, and Dad going out at daylight with 
his dinner pail. 

Mrs. C. (Resentfully) They were as happy 
days as I’ve ever had since! 

ANcIeE. You may think so, but it’s just for that 
very reason I don’t invite you and Dulcy over to 
our house oftener, especially when we have society 
guests at dinner. 

Mrs. C. From what I hear and read about them 
society snobs, I would feel as if I was in pretty 
shady company if I met them. Give me Second 
Avenue with good, honest neighbors than a parcel 
of swells, wearing about as much clothes as would 
patch a flea’s kimono. Most of them divorcées, or 
some male member of their family doing a stretch 
up the river for—misappropriating funds. 

AnaIE. (Show of temper) Oh, let’s change the 
subject. How’s Dulcy getting on with her new 
English tutor? Is she taking amy interest in her 
studies? 
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Mrs. C. Interest! Mrs. Belden-Grey was here 
not ten minutes ago to tell me that Dulcy is doing 
fine, and that her particular chum is Miss Beatrice 
Comton, whose brother Stanley comes for her every 
day in his car, and invites Dulcy to go for a ride 
with them through the Park. 

Anoiz. (Excited, sitting up) I wonder if it 
can be the Comtons of Central Park West? 

Mrs. C. I don’t know whether they’re from Cen- 
tral Park West, or Second Avenue East. I’ve 
seen the girl Beatrice, she’s been here, and a more 
simple, modest little lady I wouldn’t ask to meet. 

Ancie. For goodness sake, never mention to the 
Comtons the dinner pail period in your life! 

Mrs. C. (Warmly) I will the next time they 
call, and if they want to drop Dulcy on that account 
they’re not worth cultivating. 

Awncie. You'll probably do what you want to, 
you generally do. Maybe it would be just as well. 
Dulcy probably only amuses the Comtons like a turn 
at a vaudeville show with her stunts, yet sometimes 
she can be very cute. 


(Voices and laughter heard off R.) 


Mrs. C. There’s Dulcy and her friends now! 

ANGIE. (Excited) What! The Comtons? 

Mrs. C. Probably young Wriggley, Gladys Flut- 
termore or Rosebelle Sullivan. 

Anciz. Ugh! Those common people. 

Mrs. C. Do you want to be sprayed with dis- 
infectant before they come in? Or maybe slip out 
by the back stairs? 

(ANGIE, with a sour face, retires up stage. Enter 
from door x. Bratrice ComtTon, STANLEY 
Comton, and Dutcy.) 
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Bea. (A pretty, unaffecied girl about twenty. 
Ingratiating voice and manner) You see, Mrs. 
Connors, I have taken advantage of your cordial 
invitation to “drop in any time.” 

Mrs. C. I’m glad you did, Miss Beatrice! I'd 
been grieved tf you hadn’t. 

Dutcy. Moms, I want you to meet Beatrice’s 
brother, Stanley Comton. 

Mrs. C. (Heartily) And it’s a pleasure to meet 
you, Mr. Comton! (Shakes hands.) Ive heard 
fine things about you, that you’re a great—acrobat 
and athlete. 

Stan. (A clean-cut college man about twenty- 
iwo, athletic build, fine speaking voice) ‘That is 
very kind in you, Mrs. Connors,—I 

Mrs. C. We are just plain people, but the latch- 
string is always out to our friends. 

Ancie. (Who is still up siage) Hem! 

Dutcy. (See description in front of book) Oh, 
hello, Angie! Didn’t see you. Want to meet these 
friends of mine? 

ANGIE. (Coming down, assumes an exaggerated 
“society manner”) 1 would be charmed. 

Dutcy. Miss Comton, my sister, Mrs. McNulty. 

Bea. (Graciously) Mrs. McNulty. 

Dutcy. And Mr. Comton. 

STAN. (Bowing) Mrs. McNulty. 

Anciz. Mr. Comton’s face is familiar to me. I 
have seen his picture so frequently in the college 
sporting news. 

Bea.. (Laughing) Isn’t it wonderful, Dulcy, to 
have a celebrity in the family? 

Mrs. C. (Quite seriously) It must be grand. 

STan. (Smiling) Of course it isy Mrs. Connors! 
(With gesture in his sister’s direction.) Beatrice 
is only jealous. At any rate I had to fight hard for 
every point I scored. 

Mrs. C. I’ll bet you did! And all the world 


16° CUPID SCORES A TOUCHDOWN  acra 


loves a fighter. Athletics must be the star course 
they give the boys at college. 

Anciz. (With derisive laugh) Oh, Momsey, 
how absurdly you talk. 

Bea. No wonder you say so, Mrs. Connors. It 
is certainly that phase of college life in which the 
public seem most interested. 

Mrs. C. Ain’t it the truth, Miss Beatrice? 
Whenever I take up the Sunday papers—when I’m 
able to lift them—I’ll read about a young man being 
elected to some office, or maybe getting married; 
they never speak about how he came out in his— 
history—or arithmetic, but boast—how he was the 
great half-back at Yale, or the—pull-back at Har- 
vard, or a rush liner at Princeton. (Embarrassed 
laugh.) Ah, they must have great sport at college. 


(They are all sitting grouped about stage.) 


Stan. Yes, Mrs. Connors, and the rough sport 
was just the training I required to fit me to take up 
my work in Father’s mines out in Arizona. 

AncIr. You don’t really mean that you are ac- 
tually going to work in the mines, Mr. Comton, 
with—pick—and shovel and drills or whatever tools 
it is they use? 

STAN. Yes, Mrs. McNulty, that is precisely what 
I mean. I took a theoretical course in mining at 
college, for I want to learn the mining game from 
—literally—the ground up. 

Anciz. Why, I am surprised that your father 
allows it. 

Stan. He approves of it heartily. That’s the 
way he began.. Roughed it with a pretty tough set 
of prospectors, I fancy. 

Bea. Papa just delights in recalling those strenu- 
ous days. He deserves all the good fortune that 


meri CUPID’ SCORES A TOUCHDOWN — 17 


has come to him. He must have worked fright- 
fully hard, so can appreciate the value of a dollar. 

Mrs. C. What do you think of that, Angelica? 
There’s a man for you! And I am proud to 
say Mr. Connors began life at the lowest round of 
the ladder, too. When I married him, we began 
keeping house in a few rooms over a grocery store 
on Second Avenue, and 

Ancie. Now, Mama, please! Our family history 
would not interest Mr. Comton and his sister in 
the least. 

Dutcy. (Warmly) Well, there’s nothing in it 
to be ashamed of. 

Ancie. Of course, only the early struggles of 
one’s family are not aired in the best society now- 
adays. 

Dutcy. (Nettled) How do you know? 

STAN. (Trying to laugh it off) Perhaps not, 
Mrs. McNulty, but they are often most interesting. 
But to change the subject, I will come at once to 
the special object of our call, Mrs. Connors. Our 
Country Club, out at Lennox, is planning to put 
on a sort of yaudeville show next month, and we’ve 
tried to persuade Miss Dulcy to give us a number on 
the program. To sing, dance or perhaps give a 
monologue. She is almost as good a mimic as Elsie 
Janis. 

Dutcy. (Pleased laugh) Easy, Stanley, or I 
will begin to think you are only jollying me. 

Mrs. C. Well, Mr. Stanley, she has us all in 
- roars here at home, but whether your swell friends 
would care for her stuff 

Stan. I am afraid, Mrs. Connors, you entertain 
the mistaken impression regarding real swells—as 
you call them—that many people have. It has been 
my experience true aristocfats, as a rule, are the 
simplest and kindest people in the world. They 
have seen and heard the finest artists in every line. 
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so can appreciate veal talent even in a more or less 
crude state. 

Ancir. (Disagreeable laugh) And I fancy any 
stunt that Dulcy might attempt your friends would 
find extremely crude. 

Stan. (Almost snarply) If we didn’t believe 
that your sister would more than make good we 
wouldn’t think of asking her to appear. 

Mrs. C. I think it’s a big compliment you’re 
paying her, and appreciate your kindness. 

Bea. The obligation will be on our side, Mrs. 
Connors. Have you ever attended any of the 
Country Club’s entertainments out at Lennox, Mrs. 
McNulty? 

Anciz. No,—but I have heard they were rather 
—tame. 

Mrs. C. They might be for your set, Angelica. 
You see, Mr. Stanley, my son-in-law, Phil McNulty, 
is a promoter, and something of a sport, so anything 
short of a ten-round go 

Ancie. (Angry) If you are going to air my 
husband’s personal affairs before comparative 
strangers, Moms, you will excuse me if I terminate 
my call. (Consulting wrist-watch.) I’m late as it 
is. I promised Bart Hawley I would pick him up, 
and bring him up to the house to dinner. (Rising. ) 
Any special message to send Bart, Duley? For you 
see, Mr. Comton, my sister and Mr. Hawley might 
almost be regarded as sweethearts. 

Stan. Indeed? 

ANGIE. (Crossing to door Rr.) It has been a 
great pleasure to meet you and your sister. 

STAN. (Rising and bowing) Thank you, Mrs. 
McNulty. 

Anctrz. I hope you make a hit with your stunts, 
Dulcy. Bye-bye, Mama. (Fvits.) 

Bea. I—hope we didn’t say—anything to offend 
your daughter, Mrs. Connors. 
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Mrs. C. Forget it, Miss Beatrice. She’s always 
been snippy from a little girl, and her husband en- 
courages her in it. She thinks it shows class. 

Stan. Well, I’m sure the other members of her 
family more than make up in cordiality, Mrs. Con- 
nors, and I dare say Mrs. McNulty positively scin- 
tillates in her own set. 

Mrs. C. U-m-m, maybe; I—never heard her say. 
But I believe she’s a crackerjack at auction bridge. 

STAN. Well, Dulcy, you are going to let us put 
you down for one of the entertainers ? 

Bea. We'll promise you a wonderful time, Dulcy, 
for there is to be a dance after the entertainment! 

Dutcy. If you really think I wouldn’t queer the 
show, I’d love to do a turn, but 

STAN. Good girl! When you have decided on 
what you are going to do, we'll have the orchestra 
leader come up here, so you can tell him just what, 
and how, you want him to play. 

Dutcy. Thank you. 

STAN. Good-afternoon, Mrs. Connors. I’ve 
heard Dad speak of Mr. Connors as one of the most 
honest contractors in the city, and he will be inter- 
ested to learn that he too is a self-made man. 

Mrs. C. It’s kind in you to say that, Mr. Stanley, 
and I am proud to have met his son. I hope that 
you and Miss Beatrice will call often. 

Stan. Thank you, Mrs. Connors. You may be 
sure we will. (Goes up c. As he pulls out his 
gloves from overcoat pocket, unobserved his handa- 
kerchief drops on the floor.) 

Bea. (Smiling) We will be obliged to. call fre- 
quently to talk over the details of the entertainment. 
(Joins her brother at door.) See you at classes to- 
morrow, Dulcy. Au revoir! 


(Nodding and smiling they exit R.) 
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Mrs. C. (After a slight pause) They’re thor- 
oughbreds to their finger-tips. I was sorry Angelica 
made such a fool of herself. 

Dutcy. (Mortified and angry) Didn't she! I 
could have slapped her. I suppose she thought she 
made a wise crack, lugging in that Bart Hawley 
and I—were sweethearts. 

Mrs. C. It was said with four-thoughts and 
malice, as they say in the courts, to try and nip any 
sentiment that might arise between you and Mr. 
Stanley. 

Dutcy. Oh, Momsey—how ridiculous. (Em- 
barrassed.) _Why—why—we are only—just barely 
acquainted, as you may say. 

Mrs. C. Maybe, but I’ve known young people to 
fall in love at the first crack out of the box. 

Dutcy. (Troubled) You—you—don’t suppose 
- it will make any—difference with the Comtons, 
Angie putting on such airs, and mentioning that I 
knew Bart Hawley, for I am afraid he is generally 
regarded as a rather shady politician. Perhaps they 
have heard that I have been out with him to a few 
~ dances. I thought Dad wanted me to, or at least 
didn’t object, for Bart’s political influence could 
sometimes help Dad in landing city contracts. Do 
you suppose it would hurt me in the opinion of— 
Beatrice? (Voice almost breaking.) I’m terribly 
fond of her. 

Mrs. C. Not a-mite: It never does. 

Dutcy. (A little bewildered) What,—never 
—does? 

Mrs. C. It’s an old story, Dulcy dear, that will 
never grow old as long as the world goes round. 

Dutcy. I don’t—think I catch—precisely what 
you mean, but Beatrice and I have been such— 
good friends that (Picks up the handkerchief 
STANLEY dropped, and thrusts it in the front of her 
dress. Buzzer heard off R.) 
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Mrs. C. Open the door, Dulcy. T’ll risk who it 
may be. 


(Dutcy opens door, disclosing Barton HAWLEY. 
He is a good-looking man about twenty-eight. 
Well-dressed, a trifle “loud.” Attempts to be 
suave in his manner, but a coarseness pervades 
him.) 


Bart. Ah! Hello, Dulcy. Substituting for the 
maid? Or maybe (Grins.) you guessed who it 
was? (He enters.) 

Dutcy. (Slightly confused) I—was standing 
right by the door—and so 

Bart. (Laughs) I see. Well, I’ll take it fora 
compliment whether you meant it so or not. (Com- 
ing down.) And how is the good mother? ; 

Mrs. C. Good-afternoon, Barton. We didn’t 
know but what it was Angelica who had returned. 

Bart. No, Angie is on her way home, She 
stopped to speak to me for a minute or two. It’s 
a pretty nifty car Phil has bought her. 

Mrs. C. I haven’t seen it. It would seem to me 
he’s spending. a lot of money. I hope he*can afford 
to. 

Bart. (Light laugh) Trust Phil for getting 
hold of the dough, all right. Yet, there’s something 
in the old saying, “ Come easy, go easy.” (He seats 
himself in chair rR. Takes out a cigar and lights 
it.) I ran across Phil last night in one of the night 
clubs. He seemed to be enjoying himself, and with- 
out a worry in the world. 

Mrs. C. From what I hear of them night clubs, 
it was not a fit place for either of you to visit. 

Bart. (Quiet laugh) Oh, the “ City Fathers ” 
must at least make a bluff at keeping an eye on 
what’s going on in the underworld. Especially 
on places that are a little slow on—coming across. 
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Mrs. C. (Grimly) Ah, yes—I see. 

Bart. So my bosses sometimes select me to be 
the goat, or they’d beat us out of a whole lot of 
eraft. 

” Mrs. C. You seem almost proud of playing the 
stool pigeon, and sharing in the graft. 

Bart. Tut, tut, Mrs. Connors. It’s expected that 
the politicians cop some perquisites, for the road 
they travel to get elected is not paved with velvet. 

Mrs. C. I don’t think much of your alibi, but I 
suppose it soothes your conscience. (Szghs.) It 
would be a grief to Angelica to know that Phil 
visited such places. 

Bart. (Shrugs) Oh, I don’t know. Perhaps 
if he didn’t, she would never have had the new car. 

Dutcy. (Who has been standing a little way up 
stage) A very strange place for Phil to go to talk 
business, it seems to me. 

Bart. Not at all, my dear little lady. For those 
night clubs occasionally have a call for—morst 
goods, and the fellow who can supply the right kind 
of stuff—can buy new cars. That’s only business. 
As the old song used to run, “ Everybody’s doing 
Ate « 

Dutcy. I am surprised and disgusted that Phil 
has fallen so low. 

Mrs. C. It was friendly in you to drop in, and 
tell us that my son-in-law is a bootlegger. 

Bart. Not at all, Mrs. Connors, you get me 
wrong! If I’ve told something you didn’t already 
know, I’m sorry, and maybe I’m mistaken at that. 
I’ve no proofs that Phil ever sold a case of hooch 
in his life. I dropped in to tell you that I received 
a letter from Dan yesterday, of a—rather personal 
nature, 

Duutcy. If you have some private business to 
talk over with Mama, I'll leave you two alone. I 
want to look over some new songs anyway, (Go- 
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ing up to L. entrance.) I will probably see you be- 
fore you leave, Barton. 

Bart. Well, I hope so. And maybe you would 
favor me with a song or two. *Twould be a treat. 

Dutcy. Thank you. (Smiling.) I am not so 
sure that it would. (Exits L.) 

Mrs. C. And about the letter you received from 
Daniel? 

Bart. Yes.—I suppose you know that The Con- 
nors Construction Company put in a bid on the new 
Municipal Hospital that the city is going to build 
over on the East Side? 

Mrs. C. Yes. Daniel mentioned the fact. 

Bart. It would be a juicy plum. A big bunch 
of money to the Connors Company if they were for- 
tunate enough to be awarded the contract. 

Mrs. C. I understand all that. We won’t beat 
about the bush. Daniel is wise to the ways of polli- 
ticians. What was the nature of the personal letter 
he wrote you? You are not going to tell me that 
Daniel has turned crook, and offered to—‘‘ come 
across,” as you call it, with a bale of graft, to get 
the contract by underhand means? 

Bart. Nos no, Mrs. Connors, nothing like that. 
He—just—mentioned—that if I could slip—a word 
in his favor, he’d appreciate it, and if he gets the 
award, pay me a reasonable commission, as he would 
a real estate broker for selling a house, or parcel of 
land. 

Mrs. C. That’s all straight and regular enough. 
—Go on, you have more to tell! 

Bart. Well,—as it happens—I’m pretty thick 
with the guy who is the main squeeze on the board 
who hands out the building permits, as well as all 
my boss’s friends. See? 

Mrs. C. U-m-m. To hear you tell it, you must 
be only one step behind the Mayor. 

Bart. (Resentfully) What’s the idea, Mrs. 
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Connors? You seem to have grown suspicious of 
me all of a sudden. You have known me and my 
folks for a good many years. Angie and I used to 
play in the street together, and—Dulcy—and [J— 
have become pretty good friends in the—past year 
or two. So—when,—so when Mr. Connors writes 
about my doing him—perhaps a little favor, why— 
I took it he felt—as if he was—writing to one of 
the family as you may say. 

Mrs. C. Perhaps you read between the lines 
more than Daniel intended, Barton. 

Bart. Maybe I did, but he always seemed 
pleased to have me take Dulcy out to a show or a 
dance now and then. 

Mrs. C. I believe he was,—in a friendly way, 
but Dulcy is little more than a schoolgirl and will 
cut no figure, whether Dan gets the contract or not, 
and that goes both ways. (Pause.) How’s your 
mother, Barton? I haven’t seen her in some time. 

Bart. (A trifle sullen) Oh, she keeps well 
enough to go out occasionally to take a dish of tea 
with some old friends. Angie was telling me that 
Dulcy has been getting in with a swell bunch lately, 
and that she is going to do stunts to entertain their 
friends at a club house show. 

Mrs. C. Yes, Mr. Stanley Comton and his sister 
called here, and asked if she would help in an enter- 
tainment they are to give out at Lennox. 

Bart. (Rising) Ah, I see! I hope she makes © 
a hit. The first thing you know she'll be going on 
the vaudeville stage. Society people are keen on 
backing “a find” as they call it, and when the 
novelty has worn off, (Shrugs.) dropping them cold. 

Mrs. C. I should hardly look to you nor Angie 
for calling the turn on true aristocracy, but I'll 
bear your warning in mind, Barton. 

Bart. (Going up to door Rr.) Tell Dulcy I wish 
her success, and I’ll do what I can to give Dan’s 
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bid a boost, but—(Shakes his head.) it will take a 
lot of wire-pulling. So long, Mrs. Connors. 
Mrs. C. Good day, Barton. Call again. 


(He exits. She comes down stage, sits in chair as 
if buried in thought.) 


Betty. (Enters r.. with letter) This was the 
only letter in the box, Mrs. Connors. 

Mrs. C. (Takes letter) Thank you, Betty. I’m 
glad to get it. It’s from Mr. Connors. 


(Betty exits. Mrs. Connors opens letter. As she 
reads it her face registers anxiety.) 


Dutcy. (Enters cautiously from L. Glances 
about room) Bart has gone? He didn’t make a 
long call. (Mrs. Connors absorbed in her read- 
ing.) What is it, Momsey? Any bad news from 
Dad? 

Mrs. C. N-o. Though it’s not of the best. He 
was taken with a sick spell. He blames it on his 
indigestion, and—I guess he has been a little. dis- 
appointed—and worried in his business prospects. 
He much better have stayed home: He has plenty 
of work right here in town, though it’s in safe 
hands. Tom Patterson is so trustworthy. I thought 
the change might do him good. , 

Dutcy. (Anxiously) But he is much better, 
isn’t he? Good old Dad! When is he coming 
home? 

Mrs. C. He—doesn’t say so much about that. 
He seems more interested about getting contracts,— 
not only down there,—but the one for the new hos- 
pital up here, and seems to think that Barton can 
help him land the job, and Barton tried to convince 
me that he could. 

Dutcy. I see—That was the private business he 
came to talk with you about? 
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Mrs. C. Yes,—in part. 

Dutcy. I thought so. And I feel it in my bones 
that—that if J was thrown in,—along with the com- 
smission,—Barton would be willing to guarantee that 
Dad would get the contract. 

Mrs. C. I think—Barton had some sort of an 
arrangement like that all figured out in his mind, 
but I nipped it in the bud so quick the thought will 
never be able to cast a shadow. 

Dutcy. (Going over and throwing her arms 
around Mrs. CoNNors) Of course you did, you 
old dear! 


(The buzzer is heard, then voices and laughter. 
GLADYS FLUTTERMORE comes breezing into the 
room. She is a blonde, butterfly type. Full 
of action. Something of a “gold digger.” 
Rushes over to Dutcy and embraces her.) 


Grav. Dulcy, darling, I had to drop in and tell 
you the first one how happy I am. And you, too, 
Mrs. Connors. (Kisses Mrs. Connors.) Chubby 
and I are engaged! 


(CuusBBy has dropped into a chair looking a little 
dazed. ) 


Dutcy. Isn’t that lovely! You are a lucky fel- 
low, Chubby. (Goes over and shakes hands with 
him.) Congratulations ! . : 

Cuuspy. (Js a plump, easy-going young man. 
Round pink face. Possessing more money than 
brains. Fancies he is “a regular feller”) Ah— 
(Forced laugh.) ah—oh, yes. Thanks. 

Mrs. C. When did all this happen, Allan? 

Cuus. Ah—it’s—been coming on—for some 
time. 

Mrs. C. One would think it was malaria you 
were speaking of. 
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Gap. (Gushing) It was only this morning he 
really proposed, and he did it in the sweetest way. 
Didn’t you, Chubby? 

Cuus. I—don’t remember. I guess—I was—a 
—sort of confused. I know you had your head on 
my shoulder,—said something about how much you 
loved me, and—I answered—yes. 

Guiap. (Rattles on) And then Chubby couldn’t 
wait, so off we must rush to Tiffany’s—for you see 
I was a little fussy about the size of the diamond 
he bought me. Isn’t it a beauty? (Holding out 
her hand, and exhibiting a large diamond (?) on 
her finger.) 

Mrs. C. I believe it’s the largest stone I ever 
saw. I suppose it stands for a great deal of love, 
Allan? 

Cuus. It should, for the price was 

Giap. (Almost sharply) Chubby, you are for- 
getting yourself! Love—is such a beautiful thing 
that money plays no part—And you ought to see 
the new car he is going to buy me! (CHUBBY gives 
deep sigh.) He hasn’t really—bought it yet, we 
were just looking around. 

Mrs. C. (Grimly) He probably will. 

Grav. Of course he will. Chubby is such a 
treasure. (Going over and patting Is cheek.) 

Mrs. C. A regular gold mine. Take care you 
don’t overwork the vein. 

Giap. But there, I’ve done nothing but talk 
about myself. Tell me what you have been doing, 
Dulcy darling? Didn’t I see you out riding with 
Stanley Comton, the famous football star? (Shak- 
ing her finger.) Oh, you sly one! 

Dutcy. You may have done so. I have been 
out several times with Mr. Comton and his sister, 
Beatrice. We attend the same school. 

Grav. Do you know the Comtons are very rich? 

Dutcy. They never mentioned the fact, 
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Guap. Dulcy dearest, if you only played your 
cards right, you could easily annex young Comton 
as well as not, and I think he is awfully good 
looking. 

Dutcy. Oh, Gladys, don’t be so absurd. 

Giap. But you’ve got to get married sometime, 
and time is flying. We girls can’t afford to be too 
fussy. Ah—(Confused.) of course with Chubby 
and me, it was a case of love at first sight. Wasn't 
it, Chubby? = 

Cuus. Ah—yes, I was most crazy!—Though I 
didn’t realize it at the time. 

Giap. As I was saying, love is the most beautiful 
thing in the world, but that alone won’t keep the 
wolf from the door, to say nothing of buying pretty 
gowns, hats and jewelry. I heard of such a sad 
case only this last week. You remember Hettie 
Manning; she used to go to our dancing school? 

Dutcy. Yes, I remember her very well. She had. 
such a sweet face. A little shy as I recall her. - 
Has she made an unfortunate marriage? 

Grav. No! The little goose threw over the 
chance of her life, and under the circumstances it © 
was downright cruel in her. It seems her father 
became frightfully embarrassed, financially. Got 
on the wrong side of the market, or—something like 
that. Was on the verge of ruin, and his heaviest 
creditor was madly in love with Hettie. He was 
pretty old, but frightfully rich, so of course could 
have saved her father from ruin, but Hettie turned 
him down cold, and now Mr. Manning is a total 
wreck physically and financially. Did you ever hear . 
of anything so heartless as Hettie was? 

Mrs. C. Not at all. I respect the girl. Prob- 
ably she didn’t love the old man. 

Guiap. But to save her father she might have 
married him, and—later on divorced him. It is 
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really quite a fashionable thing to do. Though you 
would never divorce me, would you, Chubby dear? 

Cuus. Ah—ah—no. The alimony might come 
too high. Ha ha—tee hee! (Silly laugh.) 

GLAD. (Provoked) That will cost you a new 
bracelet! (Zo Dutcy.) Isn’t he a dare-devil? 

Cuus. Haha! I’ve got an idea! 

Giap. Be good to it, Chubby, it’s in a strange 
place. (To Dutcy.) Oh, I meant to tell you the 
first thing. Your sister has invited us to dinner for 
Thursday evening. I suppose we’ll get lots of in- 
vitations to dine out as soon as our engagement is 
formally announced. (Admiring ring) It certainly 
is a beauty. 

Mrs. C. You must come soon and take dinner 
with us, and maybe a theatre party to fill out the 
evening. 

Cuus. That would be corking. 

Giap. And can’t you invite Stanley Comton and 
his sister? I’m just wild to meet him. 

Dutcy. (A litile confused) Perhaps.—I might, 
but they have so many dinner engagements.—And 
I have only known them,—well, not such a very 
long time. 

Mrs. C. I fancy you will find a pretty gay crowd 
at the McNulty dinner party. 

Cuus. That will be just my dish! For I ama 
corker when I once get started. Ha—tee hee! 

Mrs. C. (Chuckling) How do you know, Allan? 

Cuus. You just ask Bart Hawley. He'll tell 
you what a hot sketch I can be. 

Guap. Isn’t he the candy kid? (With a wink at 
DUuLcy. ) ? 

Cuus. Aren’t you going to the McNulty dinner 
party, Dulcy? 

Dutcy. Why—no, This is the first I have heard 
of it, 
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Cuus. That’s strange! (Silly laugh.) For Bart 
Hawley has been invited. 

Duucy. “Has hes 

Cuus. (Surprised) Now—that’s queer. The 
way Bart always speaks of you, I thought he and 
you were 

Giap. That will be about all from you, Chubby. 
There are times when you loom up like an accident 
going somewhere to happen. I believe the fresh 
air will do you good. (Goimg toward door x.) I 
couldn’t help dropping in, and announcing our en- 
gagement. (Jtising.) 

Mrs. C. It was good in you, Gladys, and I wish 
you joy! 

Dutcy. Yes, indeed, no end of happiness. 

Giap. You are both just lovely. (She looks at 
Cuupsy. Slight pause.) Why don’t you speak? 
Say something nice. 

Cuus. I—I—was thinking. They both men- 
tioned joy, and happiness, and—I was wonder- 
ing 
GLap. One more crack like that, and we’ll take 
another trip to Tiffany’s! 

Cuvus. Joy—and happiness! Ha-ha! Tee hee! 
I believe it would be a good investment to remain— 
dumb. 

Guap. Well, don’t begin to experiment too soon, 
for I want you to order the dinner at “ The Com- 
modore.” Come on, Chubby dear, we are late as it 
is. Don’t forget we are to dine with you soon. 

Duucy. (Laughing) I won't forget. Good-bye. 


(GLaDys waves her hand, and almost pushes 
CHUBBY Off R.) 


Mrs. C. (Slight pause. Mrs. Connors smiling 
and nodding her head) Well, it takes all kinds of 
people to make a world. 
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Dutcy. Yes. And Gladys might be classed with 
the gold diggers. 

Mrs. C. It looks that way. But she must be 
careful or she may over-play and lose her—golden 
goose. 


(Pause. Dutcy is seated at L. looking straight 
ahead as if her thoughts were unpleasant. ) 


Dutcy. I can’t get the thought of Hettie Man- 
ning out of my mind. It was a terrible position 
to be placed in. And—now—her father, Gladys 
said, is—a broken wreck. (Shivers.) If I had 
been in her place, to save Dad—lI believe I would 
have married the man. 

Mrs. C. (Almost sharply) I know the thoughts 
that are going through your mind, Dulcy dear, and 
don’t coddle ’em. 

Dutcy. But I know Dad has just set his heart 
on getting that big hospital contract, and if Barton 
could 

Mrs. C. It’s my belief he cuts very little ice, 
he’s better at distributing hot air. 

Dutcy. (fdses, and goes over and sits at her 
mother’s feet. Voice weepy) But Dad has been 
so awfully good to me, and got me—out of—scrapes 
at school. And Barton might go to him with—such 


a—plausible—story —— Oh, Momsey—I’m all 
broken up! (Buries her face in her mother’s lap. 
Sobbing.) 


XS 
Mrs. C. (Arm around Dutcy) See here, my 
little lass, if Barton should go to your father and 
offer the contract to him on a silver platter, and his 
little girl’s happiness was to be the price of the gift, 
Barton would wake up in the nearest hospital and 
be listed in the serious ward. 


CURTAIN 


ACT Il 


SCENE: The same. 
Time: Evening two weeks later. 


(The room is brilliantly lighted. Perhaps vases of 
flowers about. Mrs. Connors and Mrs. BEL- 
DEN-GREY are Seated up Cc. sipping their after- 
dinner coffee. They are dressed in suitable 
evening clothes. Young people are heard 
faintly singing and laughing off RK. through the 
first part of the opening conversation.) 


Mrs. B.-G. I don’t know when I have passed a 
more enjoyable evening, Mrs. Connors! 

Mrs. C. I am delighted to hear it, Mrs. Belden- 
Grey. 

Mrs. B.-G. A spirit of such good fellowship— 
or, at least, lack of stilted formality I might say, 
seemed to pervade the dinner and Miss Dulcy’s 
happy young guests. , 

Mrs. C. Dulcy will be pleased to hear that you 
found it so. (Laughs.) She was a little timid 
about inviting you, for fear you’d miss the pomp 
and formality that perhaps you were used to in 
England. 

Mrs. B.-G. I am beginning to like the—uncon- 
ventional ways of America, Mrs. Connors. Your 
country has been good to me. When—Captain 
Belden-Grey was—taken in that cruel war, I—will 
confess England became almost distasteful to me. 
For even the kindest friends, and dear familiar 
places, served to recall—by association—the great 
loss I—had sustained. 


Mrs. C. (Kindly voice) I understand, Mrs, 
32 


6 


Acti CUPID SCORES A TOUCHDOWN 33 


Belden-Grey. It will always be our pride,—yet 
with a heartache—that we sent our boys over to 
help end the war. 

Mrs. B.-G, And right gallantly they fought. 
Europe wili never forget that. 

Mrs. C. Of course Mr. Connors was too old to 
join the colors, but the way he plunged on buying 
Liberty Bonds, and contributed to this call and that 
(Chuckles.) till I began to have an anxiety whether 
a roof would remain over our heads. 

Mrs. B.-G. It was most patriotic in Mr. Con- 
nors, and I fancy Miss Dulcy inherits her father’s 
generous spirit. I have observed her displaying it 
on several occasions. Now I should fancy,—per- 
haps I am doing the young woman a great injustice, 
—that Miss Fluttermore is inclined to be—grasp- 
ing, or at least lacking in delicacy. More than once 
during dinner she openly hinted to her fiancé, Mr. 
Wriggley, that he procure for her—some really ex- 
travagant gift, that it almost bordered on—a de- 
mand. You must pardon me, Mrs. Connors, for 
criticizing one of your guests. But 

Mrs. C. (Smiling) You’ve called the turn on 
Gladys right erfough. She is what we call over 
here a—gold digger. 

Mrs. B.-G. (Puzzled) A gold digger! How 
amazing. Now I thought that gold diggers were 
the men one sees in pictures, wearing top boots, 
hats with broad brims and swinging pick axes in 
mountainous districts. 

Mrs. C. So they are, and a far more honest set 
than a certain class of girls who have horned into 
decent society in the past few years. The Flutter- 
mores are old friends of ours, and we gave this 
little party to celebrate the announcement of 
Gladys’s engagement to young Wriggley. 

Mrs. B.-G. Ah!—yes;I see. And very gracious 
in you to do so. 
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Mrs. C. But some of her remarks made me 
ashamed of Gladys, especially before the Comtons. 
They are the real goods. More than'once I caught 
Mr. Pens eyeing her, with a half smile about his 
lips, as if he were looking at some specimen in the 
ZOO. 

Mrs. B.-G. Indeed? Yes, the Comtons are 
charming people. They kindly invited me to dine 
with them on Thursday last, and true simplicity 
marked their entertainment as it has yours here to- 
night, Mrs. Connors. 

Mrs. C. (Earnesily) It is lovely in you to say 
that, Mrs. Belden-Grey, and I believe you are sin- 
cere. But I know in many ways we are not in 
their class. We've been thrifty, hard-working peo- 
ple on both sides, with not a black page in our 
lives that‘the world can dig up, and from what I 
hear—and read—that can’t be said of many swell 
society folks that would toss their heads at us in 
scorn. 

Mrs. B.-G. It’s a wonderful country, this United 
States of yours. It runs to extremes. Great wealth 
and abject poverty. Hosts of men and women with 
the highest aspirations, and the pity of it, alas, too 
many pleasure-loving groups sunk in the mire of 
wanton depravity. But we must not begin to 
moralize, Mrs. Connors, on a festive occasion like 
! here come the young people! 


(Enter from L. BEATRICE, STANLEY and CHUBBY it 
evening dress. She is evidently amused at 
something he has just said.) 


Cuus. But that doesn’t go for Dulcy at all. She 
is downright clever. She can put over a song with 
a whole lot of pep. 

Brea. Yes; isn’t she clever! 


° 
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Cuus. Gladys has pep, too,—but of a different 
sort. 

Bea. Yes, indeed. But I am afraid the last song 
she sang was—perhaps—a little out of her range. 

Cuus. So you noticed that, too? He ha! Tee 
hee! (Sully laugh.) When she tripped over that 
last high note, she almost dislocated her neck. 
(Laughs. ) 

Bea. (Who is guying him) Now, Mr. Wrig- 
gley, that’s horrid in you, to speak unkindly of 
your fiancée’s efforts to entertain us. 

Cuvus. I—sometimes fancy—that Gladys would 
make a better business woman than—well, almost 
anything else. (They are seated L.) 

Bea. Then after you’re married she would 
doubtless invest your money wisely. 

Cuvus. Perhaps—that’s so! Why,—she seems 


quite keen on investing it—already. 


Bea. There you are! 
Mrs. B.-G. I have been quite curious to know, 
Mr. Wriggley, if you are a son of the famous chew- 


ing gum king? 


Cuus. No, Mrs. Belden-Grey. I suppose I’ve 
been asked that=question a hundred times. The 
chewing gum man spells his name with one G, we 
spell ours with two. And—Gladys can sometimes 
get off the ghastliest jokes,—she says the extra g 
stands for goat. Did you ever hear of anything so 


utterly—flimsy ? 


Mrs. C. (Chuckling) You mustn’t mind her, 
Allan. Gladys is a madcap. 

Mrs. B.-G. She appealed to me as being a—very 
—alert young woman, and doubtless most attractive. 

Cuus: Comton evidently found her so; he has 
hardly taken his eyes off her during the entire 
evening. Not that I am jealous, or anything like 
that, 


© 
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Bea. (irritated at the mere thought) I am sure 
you have no reason to be. 


(Enter from L. STANLEY talking to GLApDys. DUuLcy 
brings up the rear.) 


Stan. But now I must forget football and settle 
down to work. 

Grav. But the athletic sorls will never forget 
the wonderful record you made, will it, Dulcy? 

Dutcy. No. I am sure it will not. 


(Mrs. Connors and Mrs. BELDEN-GREY are seated 
up c. CHUBBY and BEATRICE,at L. STANLEY 
with GLADYS at R.) 


STAN. Oh, by the way, Mrs. Connors, I forgot to 
mention that I met your daughter, Mrs. McNulty, 
the other afternoon on Park Avenue. When she 
drew up to the curb and spoke to me, for a moment 
I did not recognize her. Stupid in me, was it not? 

Mrs. C. I am not surprised, you only met her 
here just for a moment or two. (Smules.) I hope 
you found her in better temper? 

STAN. She was most gracious. Invited me to 
call, and dine with them some evening, meet her 
husband and possibly the rising young politician, 
Barton Hawley. 

Mrs. C. "My, my! That was certainly a great 
inducement to offer. 

STan. (Slightly confused) Possibly,—but it 
didn’t appeal to me in—just that light. Pardon me 
for saying so, Mrs. Connors, for Mrs. McNulty in- 
formed me that Mr, Hawley is a frequent caller 
here. (Smiling.) How about it, Dulcy? 

Dutcy. (Jrritated and embarrassed ) My sister 
was quite mistaken. Mr. Hawley rarely calls here, 
and it’s generally to consult Father on business, 
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Mrs. C. Um-m. I can see that my daughter 
was not in as good a temper as she appeared to be, 
Mr. Stanley. There’s a,bit of the wasp about her. 

Cuus. You mean, Mrs. Connors, that she can 
perhaps leave a sting, and then fly away with a 
smile on her face. That is, if wasps ever smile. 
(Laughs.) I wonder if they do? 

GLap. Be yourself, Chubby. You are getting 
over your head. 
Cuus. I know that Bart Hawley is said to be in 
with a shady lot of politicians. Oh, he has a keen 
head for business, and is a mighty slick talker. He 
and old Oliver Carter,—you know who I mean, Mrs. 
Connors, head of the construction company, Carter, 
Cunningham and Kelley, probably rivals of your 
husband’s. You must have heard him mention their 

names. 

Mrs. C. (interested) I have, frequently, and I 
have heard him say they do a good job. 

Cuus. Well, Carter and Hawley had the next 
table to me at the Ballentine the other evening, and 
I could not help catching a word now and then, 
though a big palm was between us. It was about 
some—hospital—deal he wanted to put through. 
Trying to sting old Carter for a contribution, I 
fancy, but Carter didn’t seem anxious to come 
across. (Laughs.) 

Mrs. C. (Sarcastically) It was just like Bar- 
ton, with his big heart, to seek contributions for a 
hospital. 

Mrs. B.-G. A very worthy cause, I am sure. 

Stan. Yes,—indeed. Ah,—perhaps I have been 
entertaining a wrong impression of Hawley. One 
reads all sorts of sensational stuff in the papers. 

- Cuus. Oh, Bart is a high roller, all right. 

Mrs. B.-G. What little we could hear of. music 
from the other room, it sounded very alluring. I 
would be delighted if you could continue your im- 
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promptu concert in here. Do you not agree with 
me, Mrs. Connors? 

Mrs. C. It would be fine, and help us to forget 
all about wasps, shady politicians and other pests. 


(Specialties could be introduced here, according to 
the talents of the company, and conditions 
where the play is given. DuLcy sing, or give 
dialect story or monologue. Perhaps a fancy 
dance by GLapys or CuHuBBy, but nothing 
“coarse” would be fitting. Of course one of 
the group should be able to play the piano as 
accompamist. After the last number.) 


Mrs. B.-G. Thank you. Thank you all very 
much. [ don’t know when I have been so delight- 
fully entertained. (Her other comments should fit 
the stunts done.) 

Duucy. I am glad you enjoyed it, Mrs. Belden- 
Grey. 

Mrs. B.-G. Oh, I did, most heartily! And not 
only your (Smules.) “ varieties,’ as we call them in 
England, but the whole evening has been a joy. It 
was lovely in you, Miss Dulcy, to invite me here 
to-night. I shall long remember it. 

Mrs. C. And so shall we, Mrs. Belden-Grey, 
that you were good enough to come. Dulcy owes 
a great deal to you. 

Mrs. B.-G. (Rising) It is good in you to say so, 
Mrs. Connors. I—am very sorry, but I feel obliged 
to leave your merry party. I have some really im- 
portant letters to write, which must catch to-mor- 
row’s outgoing steamer, and I shall surely add a 
line telling my friends in good old England how 
charming and clever I have found the young people 
in the States. 

Dutcy. (Following her to door rR.) I am sorry 
you feel obliged to leave, Mrs, Belden-Grey! 
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STAN. Yes, indeed. 

Brea. I am so glad you had a happy evening. 

Cuus. And she hasn’t heard me (Sing or 
dance.) yet! 

Gap. Fortunately. Let her take away pleasant 
impressions, Chubby. 

Cuus. (Throwing out his hands, grinning) 
Stung. (All laugh.) 

Dutcy. (About to exit with Mrs. BELDEN- 
Grey) I think Betty put your wraps in the re- 
ception room; I’ll 

Mrs. B.-G. Thank you, Miss Dulcy, don’t let me 
take you away from your friends. 

Mrs. C. I will look after Mrs. Belden-Grey, 
Dulcy dear. (Smiling.) I have a word to say to 
her in private. 

Dutcy. But I should 

Mrs. B.-G. That is quite all right, Miss Dulcy. 
(To company.) Good-night—good-night. (Exit 
with Mrs. CoNNOoRs. ) 

Bea. Isn’t she a dear? 

Stan. Yes. Do you know I rather like the quiet 
—perhaps resesved manner of English women. 

Giap. (Sighs) I am afraid I will never be 
taken for one. 

Cuussy. Not a chance! 

Giap. But when we go abroad, Chubby dear, 
perhaps I will acquire the English poise. 

Cuus. You probably will,—if it’s for sale. 


(BeaTRIce, Cuusppy and GLApys retire up stage and 
converse in pantomime.) 


Stan. (Js down R. with Dutcy who is seated at 
piano looking over music) Have you decided on 
the numbers you are to give at the club show, 
Dulcy? 

Dutcy. Not—definitely. As the time approaches 


° 
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I—fear I am getting nervous, and I am so anxious 
to please your friends, Stanley. 

Stan. Please them? You will sweep them off 
their feet! You are bound to; and I'll consider my- 
self lucky if I can rescue you for a partner even 
twice when the dancing begins. 


(Buzzer heard off R.) 


Dutcy. (Looking up at him archly) I wouldn’t 
worry too seriously—about that—I shall owe all the 
good time I am anticipating to Beatrice (Playing 
softly.) and—you. 

Stan. What nonsense! We will both be proud 
as Lucifer of our charming guest. (He is bending 
over her.) And I hope this will be but the first 
of many jolly evenings we may spend together, 
Dulcy, before I leave for the West. 

Dutcy. I—wonder? 


(Mrs. McNutty enters door r. followed by Bar- 
TON Hawtey. Both are in evening dress. 
For an instant there is a pause as ANGIE takes 
im the situation, BARTON frowning.) 


Ancte. (Glancing about) Hello, Dulcy! Ah, I 
see. Giving a little party? 

Dutcy. (Rising, shghtly confused) Ah,—yes— 
had a few friends to dinner. Good-evening, Barton. 

Bart. (Brusquely) Greetings. 


(Anaie nods and smiles at STANLEY.) 


Dutcy. Are you acquainted with Mr. Comton— 
Mr. Hawley? 

Bart. Not personally. Glad to meet you. 
(They shake hands stiffly.) The football star, are 
you not? 

Stan. I played football while at Yale. 
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Dutcy. I believe you are acquainted with the 
other 

Cuussy. Hello, Bart! All dressed up and no- 
where to go? (Laugh.) 

Ancig. Mercy no! We are on our way to the 
“Early Crow” grill. Phil is waiting for us. Good- 
evening, Miss Comton. I hope you remember me? 

Bea. Oh my, yes, indeed, Mrs. McNulty! Our 
last meeting was rather brief, was it not? 

Dutcy. I beg your pardon. Miss Comton, Mr. 
Hawley. 

Bea. (Bowing slightly) Mr. Hawley. 

Bart. The pleasure is all mine, Miss Comton. 
Hello, Gladys! What’s the idea keeping in the 
background? It’s not like you. 

Giap. No? Well—to tell the truth, Barton, I 
I was so overcome with pleasure at seeing you for 
a moment I was struck speechless. 

Awcle. But what is the occasion for all these 
festivities? You have the apartment illuminated 
like a cathedral. That’s what attracted our atten- 
tion from the street. 

Dutcy. A small affair. To celebrate the en- 
gagement 

Bart. (Sharply) Whose? (With a swift 
glance at STANLEY. ) 

Dutcy. Why, Gladys’s and Allan’s! Hasn’t he 
told you? 

Bart. Not a word. Oh, you sly rascal, Chubby. 
Shake! (Does so.) Gladys, you’re a wonder. 

GLap. (Grinning) I can’t help that. 

Angie. (With a tinge of sarcasm) What a 
pretty picture you and my sister made, Mr. Comton, 
as we entered. Practicing duets for the club enter- 
tainment ? 

Stan. Oh, my no, Mrs. McNulty. My lack of 
talent would be too glaring should I venture to 
share honors with Miss Dulcy. 
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Mrs. C. (Enters rR.) Ah, Angelica! So it was 
you and Barton who came up when I was bidding 
Mrs. Belden-Grey good-night ? 

ANGIE, Yes. Too bad we arrived so late for 
Dulcy’s party. (Laughs.) Though I don’t recall 
—hbeing invited. Just as well, for we are on our 
way down-town to a real party. Phil is to meet us 
at the ‘ Early Crow Grill.” 

Mrs. C. The name would tell that it will be a 
classy affair. 

Ancie. Oh! You are so old-fashioned, Mama. 
Have you heard from Dad lately ? 

Mrs. C. Yes.—And I am sorry to say that he is 
not in the best of health. 

Bart. There was a rumor circulating at the 
Commercial Club that Mr. Connors was—not quite 
up to the mark. Too bad. I hope he isn’t worry- 
ing too much over business matters. I am sure his 
head foreman, Tom Patterson, is doing all he can 
at this end of the line. 

Guap. Oh, he mustn’t worry. Which reminds 
me. You remember my telling you about poor Mr. 
Manning? Well, I saw in yesterday’s paper that 
in a fit of despondency he committed suicide. 

Dutcy. (With a cry) Oh, how dreadful! 

Gap. I suppose that poor Hettie must be nearly 
insane with grief. 

Bea. (Sympathetically) I don’t know who 
Hettie is, but I am sorry for the poor girl. 

Mrs. C. A school friend of the girls who was 
brave enough not to sell herself even to save her 
father from ruin, and I believe the good Lord will 
send her happiness yet, no matter what the world 
may say. 4 

Ancig. That—may be—true enough, but it 
seems to me a girl should make amy sacrifice to 
save her father. 

Bart, Well, you must write Mr. Connors not te 
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worry. I only wish I had some cheering news to 
‘send him, hut he may be sure he will get that 
hospital contract if J can help him. I will see to it 
that his competitors get mighty little encourage- 
ment from yours truly. 

Cuvus. A hospital contract! Oh, that’s what you 
were giving old Carter an ear full about the other 
night when you were dining at the Ballentine. 

Barr. (Snaps) Where the deuce were you? 

Cuus. (Grinning) Sitting at the next table be- 
hind a palm, while the band was playing ‘“ Down 
Where the Alligators Grow.” Quite appropriate, 
old man. What? Ha! Tee hee! 

Bart. (With smothered anger) Not at all, you 
chump. I don’t know what you heard, but I—I 
was just sounding out old Carter to see if I could 
get a line on what his company’s bid was on the 
contract. 

Ancie. That was mighty friendly and clever in 
Bart, / should say. 

Mrs. C. Oh, my yes. Barton is the wonderful 


_ detective. 


Stan. Is it the contract for building the new 
Municipal Hospital to which you are referring? 

Bart. Yes, and it’s a mighty worthy and charita- 
ble enterprise on the part of the city to promote the 
scheme, it seems to me. 

Mrs. C. I see the headlines in the yellow jour- 
nals speak of it as another gold mine for political 
graft. : 

Ancir. Pooh! Those yellow journals are al- 
ways knocking somebody. (Glancing at wrist- 
watch.) But mercy, it’s getting late! We must 
hurry, Bart, or Phil will be furious if we keep him 
waiting. (Going to door Rr.) Good-night, every- 
body. Hope we haven’t interrupted your good time. 

Bart. (Joining ANcIE) I hope not. “ On with 
the dance.” Over the river—as the French say. 
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(Good-nights from the company. Barron and 
ANGIE exit R.) 


Grav. That was awfully cute in you, Chubby, 
to give Barton the come-back when he was brag- 
ging how much he wanted to help Mr. Connors. 
Give him something to think about, eh? 

Cuus. He has given me something to think 
about. Dad, you know, is pretty thick with some 
of the sharks down at City Hall, and I’m going to 
put him wise to a trick or two. I believe Hawley 
would try and double-cross his grandmother if he 
thought there was money in it for him. 

Mrs. C. (Quiet laugh) Gladys, I believe you've 
made a wise choice after all. 

Dutcy. I wish he hadn’t called. He has just 
spoiled our evening. 

Giap. Dulcy, dearest, don’t think that for an 
instant. We have all had a lovely time, and when 
Chubby and I build cur new house 

Cuussy. What's that? 

Grav. Why, of course we must have our own 
home! You didn’t think that I would be willing to 
live with your father and mother, did you? 

Cuus. No, indeed. Neither would they,—I 
mean—the house is rather small. 

Betty. (Enters x.) Excusé’ me... There 1694 
call at the ‘phone for Mr, Comton. 

STAN. For me? Oh, thank you. (Rises and 
goes to door R.) 

Bea. I hepe—nothing has happened at home. 

STAN. I was rather expecting a call from Dad. 
A little matter of business we were conferring— 
about. Told him he could reach me here. (E-its.) 

Bea. Are you expecting your father home soon, 
Dulcy? You know I have never met him yet. 

Dutcy. I—don’t quite know.—I am afraid he 
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has been more ill than he has let us know, and— 
perhaps more worried. 
Bea. I am sorry to hear that. 


(Dutcy crosses to desk, and takes up framed 
photo.) 


Dutcy. This is a poor picture of him / think. 
It was taken a year or so ago. He looks cross. 

Bea. (Looking at photo) I can’t—see the cross 
look you refer to. He has a strong face, yet there 
is a twinkle lurking in his eyes. I am sure he could 
be very kind and jolly. 

Mrs. C. Dulcy and her Dad are such great pals, 
as you may say, that when he’s away she seems 
lost and discontented. 

GLAD. (CHuBBy has been pacing to and fro at 
back, as if deep in thought) What’s the idea, 
Chubby? Giving an imitation of a leopard in a 
cage? 

Cuus. No. Of a roaring lion seeking whom I 
may devour, and Hawley is the game /’m going to 
stalk. 

Mrs. C. It will require skill and cunning, Allan. 
For Barton is wise to all the secret hiding places 
in the political jungle. 

Stan. (Enters rR.) Everything is all right at 
home, Bea, but I fear Dulcy will have to excuse 
us, for I want to see Dad on—rather important 
business—to-night. 

Dutcy. I am sorry you are obliged to leave. 

Stan. So am JI. For honestly, we have had an 
awfully good time. 

Bea. We have indeed, Dulcy dear, and thank 
you so much for inviting us. (Laughing.) You 
see, Mr. Wriggley, what joy your engagement has 
brought about to other hearts besides yours. 

Sran. The car will be here, Bea, about the time 
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you have on your wraps. Good-night, Mrs. Con- 
nors. We really have had a delightful time, what 
with the music and all. 

Mrs. C. And we’ve enjoyed having you here, 
Mr. Stanley. 

Stan. Good-night, Wriggley. You have cer- 
tainly won a prize in Miss Fluttermore. Don’t know 
when I’ve met so jolly a girl! Bless you, my chil- 
dren. (Laughing, exits R.) 

Dutcy. (With her arm around BEATRICE, they 
go up to door xR.) I will go down to the car with 
you, so we can have the last words together. 


(They exit Rr) 


Giap. Well, I'll tell the world that the Com- 
tons are just my style! Real class, and good looks. 

Cuus. Then it’s no wonder she chose me. Is it, 
Mrs. Connors? (Laughs he tee hee.) 

Mrs. C. Oh,—I think you’ll get on fine. But 
don’t expect too much of each other. So many ~ 
young people think the honeymoon is going to last 
forever. But—you know, the moon has a way of 
going under a cloud now and then, and honey is not 
a substantial food for a steady diet. 

Cuus. I believe that’s good dope, Mrs. Connors. 
You want to remember that, Gladys. 

Grav. (With mock seriousness) Yes, Chubby 
dear. Just remind me of it when we have our 
first quarrel, and I’ll—probably laugh fit to kill. 
Good-night, Mrs. Connors. You gave us lots of 
good times when we were kids, and to-night has 
been the best of all. Don’t mind coming out. You 
look tired, and a little worried. Betty will look 
after us. Good-night. (Kisses Mrs. Connors.) 

Mrs. C. That’s thoughtful in you. Good-night, 
then. 

Cuus. Good-night, Mrs. Connors. 
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Mrs. C. (Watches them out. Looks about. 
Perhaps turns out a few lights, then with a sigh 
sinks mto a chair, as if buried in anxious thought. 
Goes over to desk, and takes from drawer a letter. 
Glances through it. Takes up receiver of telephone 
on desk, calls) West-end 4-2-9-6. Is this the Pat- 
POTSONS Ce a. Oherts arent: AAS Yes, this is Mrs. 
Connors talking. Have you anything new to tell? 
“yon U-m-m, I am afraid things look bad. I know 
‘you are doing all you can....... Of course Hawley 
is a snake in the grass. We can’t look for any help 
fromenin’. . ...'. It’s not so much getting the con- 
tract, it’s those notes that are worrying me and 
Dan, and he unable to be here on the spot...... 
What—do I hear you right? Someone working in 
Dan’s interest on notes and contract?...... It looks 
tit way: “You cant find» out for sure?...o0. I 
fepe itis So. .2 ... ecart imagine... o.. Nies, "do 
come up when you can-..... (Faint attempt at 
laugh.) Bless the mysterious stranger, the some- 
body whoever.he may be...... Yes, | know you do. 
Good-night, Tom. (Hangs up. About to resume 
her chair L. when STANLEY quietly opens the door 
R. and closes it.) Why—why—Mr. Stanley—did 
you forget—something ? 

Stan. No, Mrs. Connors, though the girls think 
I have,—and my car has been delayed. I—I want 
to talk with you for a Til have to crowd a 
lot into a few minutes. 

Mrs. C. I—IJ—fear it’s bad news you have to 
tell me! 

Stan. (Smiling) I hope it may prove to be 
good news, Mrs. Connors. It will depend on how 
you receive it. (A little embarrassed.) When— 
playing football,—I generally dashed right in for 


48 CUPID SCORES A TOUCHDOWN acti 


all I was worth. Sometimes I messed things up, 
but I made the play I thought was for the best. 

Mrs. C. (With suppressed excitement) I am 
sure you did. 

Stan. I am tremendously—fond of Dulcy. I 
have not told her so, and may not—before I start 
West, so she must know nothing about our talk 
here—to-night. 

Mrs. C. But—Mr. Stanley 

Stan. Perhaps you will understand why I ask 
this secrecy,—a little later. That is my first plunge. 
I think I told you at my first call here that Dad 
has always admired the fearlessly honest way your 
husband has conducted his business. Hearing Bea 
speak so affectionately of Dulcy has naturally tre- 
ated renewed interest in the Connors family. I 
have never even hinted to him of my attachment 
for Dulcy, so any influence he may exert along 
business or political lines will be solely out of re- 
spect and regard for yours and Mr. Connors’ strict 
integrity. That’s straight. 

Mrs. C. (Her voice trembling) It would be 
noble in your father, Mr. Stanley. I am—afraid 
we don’t deserve 

Stan. (Smiling) Yes, you do, Mrs. Connors, 
and a great deal more. I can’t say how much Dad 
will be able to accomplish, but I know he’ll try. I 
—was rather afraid—that you were perhaps—un- 
duly worried, and I thought—that maybe—I could 
drop a word that might cheer you up a bit. I am 
sure you can appreciate why I asked to have our 
present talk kept a secret from Dulcy, for I want 
to win her—if I can—with no obligations attached. 
That wouldn’t be playing the game fairly. If—she 
should ask any embarrassing questions, let her be- 
lieve that Wriggley has had a hand in straightening 
things out. He expressed a desire to do so, you 
remember, 
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Mrs. C. Mr. Stanley,—I can’t tell—you how 
thankful I am 

Stan. Neither can I (Grinning.) that you are 
Dulcy’s mother. (Shaking her hand.) I must rush 
now, or the girls will be asking awkward questions. 
Good-night again, and don’t worry. (Rushes 
Out R. : 

Maz C. (Watches him out, tense with nervous 
excitement. Wipes her eyes. Goes over to desk, 
with clasped hands stands before Mr. Connors’ pic- 
ture. When she speaks her heart 1s in every word) 
Oh! Dan,—Dan dear, only—think it’s all come— 
through our—tlittle—Dulcy (Buries her face 
in arms on desk sobbing with joy and reaction.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT UP 


ScENE: The same. 
Time: Morning, a week later. 


(Telephone bell rings. Berry enters from x., picks 
up receiver.) 


Betty. Yes, this. 1s. the ;Conmots 22. 22. I will call 
Mrs:Conmors:, .¢...:' Ah—Miss Dulcy has not come 
COW. Ct eo ssaanls She is: tovcaleyou ip eeediacs: Ves 
Mrs... Hanley S22... She will be pleased you think 
SO Tk ee Yes, Mrs. Farley. (Hangs up.) 

Mrs. C. (Enters from L. wearing simple morn- 
ing dress) Another call for Miss Dulcy? 

Betty. Yes, Mrs. Connors, from Mrs. Gordon 
Farley. 

Mrs. C. More congratulations on the stunts she 
did at the club show last evening, I suppose. I have 
received two messages of honeyed praise this morn- 
ing from society swells. (Chuckles.) Probably the 
next one will be from some vaudeville manager. 
Ah ha! The Connors are coming up in the world 
by the way of the stage. It’s a joke. (Telephone 
bell rings again.) By the powers, another call! 
Probably this one is from Belasco, the Keith circuit 
—or maybe the Prince of Wales. (Picks up re- 
cewer.) Hello. _+Yes,~ this (is “Mrs... ‘Connors. 
Dulcy is still in slumber land. Probably dreaming 
of the lovely time she had out at the club house last 
CVENIN GS 5 es Ah,—several parties have called me 
up, speaking well of her performance, so I guess 
she didn’t bring disgrace on herself. .....(Laughs.) 
Ah, of course you would think she was a wonder. 
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But they are pleasant words for a mother to hear. 
Bert. Pll tell her to call you up as soon as she 
comes down, and I fancy she won’t need much 
MEO Jae. I received a lovely letter from Mr. 
Connors this morning...... Yessamuch* betters I 
have heard that good news is a great restorer of 
Bealths:.. 220: Come yourself a little later. I would 
like to have a word or two with you...... (Laughs.) 
You see you have the whole Connors family going. 
Bhat... (Laughs, and rings off.) My, my! (Smiling 
and happy.) 1 dare say the next thing will be 
photographers, Betty, wanting a picture of Miss 
Dulcy to feature in next Sunday’s society news. 
It’s a great thing to be the mother of a budding 
genius. It makes me laugh. 

Betty. I am glad Miss Dulcy made such a hit. 
She’s just lovely. (Exits R.) 


(Enter Dutcy from L. She is wearing a very be- 
coming morning dress, and looking very happy.) 


Mrs. C. Well, well! It’s time you came down. 
(Meets and kisses her smiling.) 

Durcy. Isgat so very late? 

Mrs. C. Oh,—not so very. But you up in your 
cot, “ dreaming the happy hours away,” as the song 
goes, and your poor old mother and Betty answer- 
ing so many telephone calls that the wires must be 
worn thin. 

Dutcy. All for me? 

Mrs. C. (Smiling) Now how could you think 
of that? More likely for me, and—Betty—and the 
elevator boy 

Dutcy. Oh, Momsey, (Laughing.) don’t tease 
me! (Sits.) But it’s just lovely to see you hap- 
pier than you have appeared in weeks. 

Mrs. C. And no wonder. Such a cheery letter 
from your father this morning 
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Dutcy. (All excitement) Dear Daddy! Then 
he is better? And coming home soon? Do let me 
read it! 

Mrs; G.=1 will;-a! little later;: or most sof vit 
There are some—business matters he speaks of that 
—you wouldn’t understand,—just at present. He 
seems to think, in fact is pretty sure, that the Con- 
nors Company will get the contract to build the 
new hospital! Isn’t that grand? 

Dutcy. (With feeling) I am so glad. Dear 
old Dad, and he has been so worried, and 

Mrs. C. And the strange part of it all is, he— 
sort of hints that some unknown friend has been 
using his influence to throw the deal his way. 
There’s mystery for you! 

Dutcy. (Jn astonishment) Why—who do you 
—suppose it could be? He has so many friends it 
would be hard to guess—who. (Frowns.) Do— 
you suppose it could be—Bart Hawley? 

Mrs. C. (Shrugs) There’s no telling what Bart 
might do, good—or bad. . But I hardly think it was 
he. 

Dutcy. (All animation) I believe I’ve guessed! 

Mrs. C. Have you now? Perhaps you're a seer, 
as well as a vaudeville star, and none of us ever 
guessed it! 

Dutcy. It must be Chubby Wriggley! Don’t 
you remember he said his father had close friends 
among—the sharks—as he called them, down at the 
City Hall, and would do all he could to help Dad? 

Mrs. C. (Mock seriousness) I—believe—he did 
drop some remark like that. Allan is a good-hearted 
boy, and I feel sure would try his best to do us a 
good turn. 

Dutcy. But, if Chubby is the mysterious influ- 
ence, why hasn’t he let us know that he had some 
encouraging news to tell? 

Mrs. C. Maybe—he wasn’t quite sure that he 
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really could turn the trick, and didn’t want to raise 
talse hopes. : 

-Dutcy. Yes.—lIt may have been that way. Per- 
taps Gladys may have coached him how to play his 
eards. Oh, Gladys is shrewd. 

Mrs. C. Ain’t it the truth? Like the heathen 
chinee: “For ways that are dark, and tricks that 
are vain,” she has the Chink beat a mile. 

Dutcy. No matter if Gladys has instructed him 
to remain silent,—though I can’t see why she 
should,—I’ll get a confession out of Chubby the 
first time we meet. But you were saying that I had 
a lot of telephone calls. Who were they from? 

Mrs. C. Let—me—see. Betty answered a call 
from a Mrs. Gordon Farley. 

Dutcy. Mrs. Farley! Oh, yes, she was one of 
the patronesses of the show. 

Mrs. C. Then—there was a Mr. Harry—Cole- 
man, I think he said. He was inclined to be a little 
mushy, so I rang a quick curtain on him. 

Dutcy. (Laughing) Oh, yes, Harry Coleman, 
the artist. He is a little fresh. Wanted to paint 
me in my dancing dress. (Anxiously.) Was— 
there no—one ele? 

Mrs. C. (Slightly confused) Ah,—you’ll have 
to ask—Betty. She talked to the other society 
queens. 

Giap. (Comes almost rushing on, newspaper in 
her hand) Dulcy dearest, I couldn’t wait another 
minute, but hurried right up to hug you for carry- 
ing off the honors at the club show last evening! 
(Throws her arms around Dutcy, kissing her.) 

Dutcy. (Slightly embarrassed) Why—thank 
you, Gladys. But who told you about the entertain- 
ment? Did—you meet either Stanley or Beatrice? 

Guap. No. I only wish I had! I think he is 
just adorable! (Rolls her eyes.) 
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Dutcy. (Laughing) Take care, you will have 
Allan jealous. é 

Gap. I only wish he’d try it and get sullen. 
Then I would pretend to get furious, and it would 
cost him a pretty penny to get back again in my 
good graces. Oh, he’s learning fast not to monkey 
with the buzz saw. * 

Dutcy. But you haven’t told me yet where you 
heard that I got away with my turn at the show. 

Giap. Why, here in this paper. (Hands news- 
paper.) Under society events. Read it for your- 
self. Isn’t it wonderful, Mrs. Connors, what a suc- 
cess Dulcy has created in the social whirl? 

Mrs. C. (Coming down) Oh, naturally I am 
glad that Dulcy did not disappoint the Comtons. 
It was a new, pretty face, and a fresh young voice, 
and her modest little dance may have been a relief, 
almost a novelty from the daring stunts that many 
in the audience were probably used to seeing. 
Where is Allan? I thought these days you two 
traveled in pairs. (Smuling.) 

GLAD. So we do. Chubby stopped at the corner 
to get some cigarettes, and I ran ahead to congratu- 
late Dulcy. Huh. That boy is smoking too much. 
I will not allow him to waste his money that way. 

Dutcy. (Who has been reading notice) It is 
extremely flattering, but such extravagant praise 
that I fear—that the reporter is quietly poking fun 
at me. 

Guiap. Don’t think that for a moment, Dulcy 
dear. (Jmpatiently going to window and looking 
out.) But what has become of that Chubby boy of 
mine? It does not take all this time to buy a few 
cigarettes. (Coming down.) 

Mrs. C. I’d like to read the notice, Dulcy, by 
myself, all on the quiet, if you are through. 

Dutcy. Oh, yes. But it will make you smile. 
(Mrs. Connors exits L. with paper.) I am eager 
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to see Chubby myself, for I suspect I owe him no 
end of thanks. All we Connors, in fact. In this 
morning’s letter from Dad he writes that he is al- 
most sure that he will get the hospital contract, and 
some mysterious friend has proved a friend at court 
with the Mayor and Aldermen. Don’t you remem- 
ber Chubby became quite excited over the double 
crossing of Bart Hawley, and that he was going on 
the warpath in Dad’s interest? 

Giap. Of course I do, the night of your little 
dinner party. Ah ha! So that’s what’s been taking 
him down to the municipal building and taking 
political bosses out motoring. 

Dutcy. So I did guess right. It must be Chubby 
we have to thank. 

Giap. And he never mentioned to me a word 
about it! Isn’t he the foxy kid? 

Dutcy. Oh, there’s a good deal more to Chubby 
than appears on the surface. 

Giap. (Thoughtfully) 1I—wonder if—there is? 

Cuus. (Enters x.) It is strange, those drug 
stores never keep the brand of cigarettes I always 
smoke. 

Grav. (Rushes over and throws her arms about 
him) Chubby, you dear old fox! 

Cuvus. But I’m telling you straight! I’m play- 
ing no foxy trick. I had to go over to the next 
block to get the smokes I wanted. Sorry to have 
kept you waiting 

GLAD. Oh, hang the cigarettes. I’m speaking 
about you getting that contract for Mr. Connors. 

Dutcy. Yes. It was lovely in you, Chubby dear. 
You must have done some mighty clever work. 

Cuus. (Surprised) You are very kind, Dulcy. 
I thought I did, but you see there were so many 
strings to pull—that—that somehow, I was unable 
to get around, and I was choked off at every turn, 
so 
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Dutcy. I dare say you were, Chubby, and in 
spite of all you won out! 

Cuvus. (Bewildered) But I didn’t! 

GLap. Come, come, Chubby, don’t play a mod- 
esty act, and try and bluff us into believing that it 
wasn’t through yours—and your father’s influence 
—that Mr. Connors got the contract. Nature may 
have given you the soul of the shrinking violet, but 
the face of a beaming sunflower, which even 
hardened politicians could not resist. 


(He is sitting at c., the girls on either side.) 


Cuus. I am mighty glad if Mr. Connors has 
won out, but I am not the one to thank. I didn’t 
accomplish a blame thing though I tried hard 
enough. 

Dutew. b voy didn’t? 

Cuus. Well,—I didn’t think I did. (Laughs.) 
Gee, but I sure did have quite an experience. 

Giap. Tell us all about it, Chubby dear. 


(The girls giggle.) 


Cuus. Well, the morning after Dulcy’s little 
party here, I had a talk with Dad. Laid the whole 
case before him, and asked him what he could do 
to throw any favors Mr. Connors’ way. 

Giap. What did he say? 

Cuus. Said he would be glad to, but it was a 
mighty knotty problem to tackle. 

Giap. Not so encouraging. 

CuuB. Do you know that’s just the way it struck 
me? But I wasn’t to be put out of the running by 
any such bluff as that. I think it aroused all my 
fighting blood. 

Dutcy. Good for you, Chubby. 
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Guiap. (With a wink at Dutcy) Isn’t he a sec- 
ond Pershing? 

Cuus. So looking Dad squarely in the eye I said: 
ee if you feel unequal to tackling this job, I 

ont.” 

Giapv. What did your father say to that? 

Cuus. At first he only smiled, a most irritating 
grin. Then remarked that he wished me success, 
but was afraid that in working shrewd politicians I 
might be a—trifle lacking in—um—now what was 
it he—said I might be lacking in—ah—se-gac-ity ! 

Gxiap. And even that did not crush you? 

Cuus. Not acrush. So after some hard think- 
ing, I decided to call on Alderman McGooty. You 
see he dined at our house about a year ago, and I 
wouldn’t have even remembered his name but for 
the fact he ate with his knife. 

Dutcy. Did the Alderman receive you cordially? 

Cuus. Most cordially,—when I was able to see 
him. But there was no end of red tape. Telling— 
as it seemed to me,—half a dozen errand boys and 
clerks who I was, and a lot of such bunk. 

Grav. Cut all that, Chubby. What did the Al- 
derman McGoofy actually say or do when you did 
reach him? 

Cuus. Practically—nothing.. But handed me a 
carload of apple sauce. Said he had nothing to do 
with awarding contracts. Wished Mr. Connors suc- 
cess. Sent his regards to Dad and Mater. Ad- 
vised me to call on the Mayor, and hoped I would 
vote for his reélection in the fall. 

Dutcy. Did you see the Mayor? 

Cuus. No. -But I'll bet that he and his army 
of errand boys and clerks will remember that J 
called for months to come. I was asked more ques- 
tions, I was kept waiting nearly an hour, telling the 
lackeys who I was. That I was not looking for a 
job. That I had nothing to sell, Was not a book 
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agent. Was asked to write out the object of my 
call, till at last I began to get hot under the collar, 
and when his secretary came and gruffly asked me 
what it was I wanted to say to the Mayor, without 
a moment’s thought I came back with: “ Tell him 
I want to ask his hand in holy matrimony,’ and 
with that I seized my hat and left the fellow cold. 


(Laughter from the girls.) 


Giap. Good for you, Chubby. 
Cuus. So you see I didn’t do a single thing to 
help Mr. Connors get the contract. 

Dutcy. But you tried, Chubby, and had a hard 
experience. I appreciate that, (Giggles.) though 
the way you told it—sounded so awfully funny. 

GLap, You were a hero, Chubby dear, and to 
celebrate your heroism, we will dine at the Astor, 
and I will select some souvenir fitting the occasion. 

Caur.. But Oh—I say,—I—I wouldn’t 
bother doing that! 

Guiap. (Going up to door rR.) Of course I will! 
You deserve something really handsome. Come, 
let us go at once and see what we can find. There’s 
a gift shop just around the corner. 

Cuus. (Sighs) Oh, very well. So glad you 
made such a hit at the club entertainment, Dulcy. 
I was sure you would. 

Dutcy. Thank you, Chubby, and for trying so 
bravely to do a good turn for Daddy. He will ap- 
preciate it. 

Cuus. Thanks. But—he needn’t bother—about 
any souvenir. 

Guiap. I am pained to observe, Chubby, that—. 
sometimes you appear to be quite devoid of senti- 
ment. Now with me! (Rolling her eyes.) It 
seethes through my entire being! . 
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Cuus. (Almost sadly) Perhaps it does, and— 
I wish it didn’t. (They exit Rr.) 

Mrs. C. (Enters L. with paper in her hand) It 
must have been a grand entertainment, but—I think 
they lay it on—pretty thick. 

Dutcy. Of course they do. (Walks about as if 
buried in thought.) 

Mrs. C. Well, did you get a confession from 
Allan? 

Dutcy. “(With shrug) Yes.—He is not the 
“unknown influence ” who turned the tide in Dad’s 
favor. Then—as far as I see, it—was probably— 
Barton. 

Mrs. C. I wouldn’t be so sure about that. As 
you said yourself, your father has a host of friends, 
and when the facts come out, we may find that it 
was the Company’s splendid record and honest 
work that won the award. 

Dutcy. Wouldn’t that be fine? 


(Buzzer heard off R.) 


Mrs. C. A caller. Maybe some society woman 
you met last nifht, and me in this plain dress. 

Bart. (Enters) Good-morning, Mrs. Connors, 
and you too, Dulcy. I hurried up to congratulate 
you. 

Dutcy. (Mildly) Thank you, Barton. 

Mrs. C. But I don’t see where J come in for 
congratulations. I neither taught Dulcy to sing nor 
to dance. 

Bart. Oh,—ah, yes, I see. The club entertain- 
ment did take place last night. The papers say you 
made a big hit, Dulcy. I’m glad of that, but I meant 
my congratulations on Mr. Connors being awarded 
the hospital contract. 

Mrs. C. So Daniel informed me in a letter T 
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received from him this morning. But is it fully 
decided? 

Bart. Why—yes. At least that’s the report that 
has been passed down the line. Didn’t Dan say it 
was a sure—thing? (He eyes the women sharply.) 

Mrs. C. He—seemed to think—there might be 
some—little doubt. He sort of hinted that—some 
unknown friend may have been working in his in- 
terest among the aristocrats who decide those mat- 
ters. Have—you any idea who he could be? 

Bart. (With a significant smile) Well,—I 
might make a pretty close guess. You may recall 
—Mrs. Connors, a certain conversation we hada 
short time ago? 

Mrs. C. I remember it well, Barton. 

Bart. Then I will say no more. (Wave of his 
hand.) 

Dutcy. If you were the friend, Barton, I want 
to thank you most sincerely. 

Bart. (Glancing up at her) Im not saying I 
was. In political circles, Duley, one soon learns it’s 
the best policy to say very little, let deeds speak for 
themselves. 

Mrs. C. It sounds as if you might be quoting 
from the rules hung up in a political lodge room. 

Bart. I don’t know of any such set of rules, 
but there are many odd twists in following the 
political game that might be classed under the head 
of unwritten laws. 

Mrs. C. If the contract has been awarded to the 
Connors Company, I suppose a pretty stiff bond 
will be required? 

Bart. Yes, indeed, Mrs. Connors, you’ve said it. 
And there’s—another item—that’s been bothering 
me ever since I heard that Dan had probably won 
out. Has he ever spoken to you about his going— 
on the—notes for 

Mrs. C. Oh. my, ves.- But he will be in a vosition 
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to take them up when they come due. That’s been 
‘provided for. 

_ Bart. (His face registers surprise) It—can’t— 
be possible! Ah,—that is—well, I’m mighty glad to 
hear it. I was—about to—offer—to try and see 
about having the notes renewed, for you see I think 
a whole lot of Mr. Connors. 

Mrs. C. He is worthy of any honest man’s re- 
spect. 

Dutcy. I don’t think I ever appreciated before, 
Barton, what a true friend of ours you really were. 
- Bart. Tut, tut, little lady, we’ll talk that over 
some other time,—all by our lonesome. With me 
true friendship is a close cousin to—something 
deeper. (With his eyes on Dutcy.) 

Dutcy. I can’t see how anyone could help lov- 
ing—Dad. 

ANGIE. (Comes rushing on R. She is evidently 
much excited) Oh, Momsey, we are in an awful 
mess! 

Mrs. C. What’s wrong, Angelica? 

Ancie. Phil has been arrested! 

Mrs. C. I’m sorry, Angelica—I was afraid it 
would come. ~ 

Anciz. (Sinking into chmr) You feared?— 
Then you knew he was engaged in—bootlegging? 

Mrs. C. I was—told he was. 

AncigE. Who told you? 

Mrs. C. Barton mentioned the fact as if it was 
a joke. 

ANGIE. (Angry, to Barton) And why didn’t 
you tell me? A pretty friend you are! 

Dutcy. You must not be too hard on Barton, 
Angie. Doubtless he supposed you knew it. And 
he has proved a royal good friend to us. It was 
through him that Dad got the big contract. 

Anociz. (With shrill derisive laugh) He got the 
contract for Dad! Don’t you believe it. You’re 
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easy. I saw through his game when he tried to 
bluff me into believing that he’d throw all kinds of 
favors Dad’s way,—if Dulcy was thrown in as a 
bonus, and he’s been trying to bluff you! 

Bart. (Angry) You've no cause to kick. Ive 
been preventing Phil from being arrested for weeks. 
If I hadn’t been out of town, I might have fixed 
things for him last night. He’s out on bail, so 
where does your holler come in? 

Ancie. Ill hand it. to Duley.—She’s picked the 
right sort to associate with. I was only sore be- 
cause—because the Comtons sized me up as—being 
cheap goods. That’s why I pretended to play into 
his hands. 

Bart. (With an angry sneer) Is that so? So 
you have fallen for the Comton family, too? [Tm 
not saying but what they show class, what I’ve seen 
of them. Miss Comton is a peach, and her brother 
made a name for himself in athletics at college. 
But—perhaps he’s been playing a little game, too. 
I wouldn’t blame him. Introducing Dulcy into his 
set, and swinging her into the limelight at his club’s 
vaudeville show. 


(Dutcy, a little up stage, much distressed.) 


Mrs. C. (Sternly) That will be about all of 
that line of talk in this house. 

Bart. Pardon me, Mrs. Connors. My temper 
let me go too—far. If I have hurt Dulcy’s feel- 
ings,—I’m damn sorry, for she is as good and sweet 
as they come. And I don’t blame Comton a blame 
bit, for doing all in his power to give her a good 
time, and a chance to meet the right sort of people. 
But—the Connors came from Second Avenue, and 
are a credit to it. The Comtons from Fifth, and 
mixing avenues have been known to cause- heart- 
aches. 
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Mrs. C. There’s truth in what you say, Barton, 
so if 1 were you, I’d confine myself to those nearest 
the rivers or you might find yoursélf a misfit. 

Ancig. (ising) Well, I don’t propose to be 
drawn into a wrangle. It—it—seemed like old 
times (Catch in her voice.) to come to Momsey 
when I was in trouble, as—I used to—do—when I 
was—a kid. 

Mrs. C, I hope you always will, Angelica. That’s 
what mothers are for. And my advice would be for 
you to go to Phil at once, not with a long face, nor 
accusing tones in your voice. For he feels vexed 
at himself, and the whole world. And remember, 
you accepted without question the handsome gifts 
he lavished upon you. Have a good wifey talk 
with him, and both of you show class by turning 
over a new leaf. 

Bart. (After a short pause) That’s good dope, 
Angie. Let’s go and help straighten Phil out. He’s 
not the first good man that’s overplayed,—and pulled 
a bone, as I did a moment ago. Good-morning, 
Mrs. Connors. You’re—all right. And as for 
Dulcy—nothing better ever happened. Don’t feel 
too sore at me, little lady, and—give my regards to 
—Stan Comton, and a double handful to Miss 
Beatrice. Let’s beat it, Angie. (He goes up R.) 

ANGIE. (Goes up and kisses Dutcy) I—I—I’d 
like to say a lot of nice things to you, kid, but if I 
tried—I know I’d only blubber, (Hysterical laugh.) 
and I’ve got to go to Phil wearing a cheerful map. 
Momsey is right. Come on, Bart. Show some 
speed! (They exit r. Slhght pause.) 

Dutcy. (Comes down and sinks disconsolately 
into chaw L.) What—a—fool—l’ve been. 

Mrs. C. You showed good judgment not enter- 
ing into the squabble. 

Dutcy. I thought Barton apologized—rather 
handsomely—for losing his temper, and 
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Mrs. C. I—suppose he did according to his 
light. 

Dutcy. (Sad/y) And now we are as much in 
the dark as ever who the unknown friend is. 

Mrs. C. It would look that way. 

Dutcy. I—don’t—believe I ever realized,—as I 
do now, what—a simpleton I am, 

Mrs. C. (Smiling) Listen to the child talk! 
She has for her bosom friends two of the finest 
young people in town. Is at present the pet of the 
4o00o—according to the papers. And the darling of 
Mr. Daniel Connors, head of the contractors who 
are to build the handsome new hospital. What 
more honors could a girl ask? 

Dutcy. (A little weepy) Being Daddy’s and 
your daughter—is the best of all, but—but—we— 
came from Second Avenue. Even Barton saw the 
difference. (Bursts into tears.) 

Mrs. C. A flower can bloom as lovely in the 
window of a tenement house on Second Avenue 
as if rooted in a golden vase, and shed as sweet a 
fragrance as if nourished in the home of the rich. 
Has Angelica found happiness living up by River- 
side Drive? 

Dutcy. (Faintly) N-o. 

Mrs. C. I haven’t noticed that Mr. Stanley and 
Beatrice have been less friendly since I mentioned 
that I passed the first few years of my married life 
over a grocery store on—Second Avenue. 

Dutcy. (Reproachfully) Oh, Momsey! Don’t 
think I am ashamed of it. 

Mrs. C. I don’t. But you spoke a moment ago 
about being a—fool, so—I thought perhaps you 
fancied there lay some wide gulf between a man 
who began his rise in the world digging in a mine, 
and the one who started bossing a gang of brick- 
layers. Mrs. Comton may have come from more 
gentle stock than I did, but she has brought up her 
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children wisely and well, and I honor her for it. 7 
couldn’t give any woman higher praise. (DuLcy’s 
head is bowed as if rather ashamed.) I shall miss 
Mr. Stanley when he is off for the West. I have 
grown really fond of the lad. 

Dutcy. (Jn almost a wail) I should think you 
would miss—him—frichtfully / 

Mrs. C. But he will return. 

Dutcy. J—suppose—he will, in years—and ~ 
years! 

Mrs. C. I'll give him half a year. Maybe less. 
— Dutcy. (/ndignantly) Oh, Momsey, that’s un- - 

kind to speak so of Stanley! He’s not a quitter. 
Perhaps Chubby—might. 

Mrs. C. Chubby? Huh. Gladys would never let 
him even start. I am afraid the excitement of 
last night, and the family squabble here has over- 
taxed you, dear. Why not go and lay down, and 
give your nerves a chance to ease up a bit. I'll call 
you if anyone should come you might care to see, 
Beatrice or 

Dutcy. I believe I will, Momsey. I do feel a 
little bluey, and I want to be so—gay—and happy 
when—Daddy comes. (Retires slowly off L.) 

Betty. (Enters from R. with long box in her 
hand) This box just came for Miss Dulcy. 

Mrs. C. Flowers, I fancy. .I wonder who from? 
Was it the Comtons’ chauffeur who left it? 

Betty. No, Mrs, Connors, but the man was 
dressed in a mighty swell livery, and got out of a 
wonderful car. 

Mrs. C. (Laughing) I said the Prince of Wales 
would be paying his respects. Probably some so- 
ciety woman. We'll find her card inside. I'll place 
it in the other room. Miss Dulcy is taking a little 
rest. She will be happy in opening it herself. 

Betty. Yes, Mrs. Connors, I am sure she will 
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be. (About to exit, when buzzer rings. She opens 
the door, and STANLEY enters.) 

Sran. Good-morning, Mrs. Connors. I was glad 
to hear your voice over the ’phone, and to know 
that Dulcy was getting her “beauty sleep.” Isn’t 
that what the girls call it? 

Mrs. C. Good-morning, Mr. Stanley. Yes, the 
girls have all sorts of fancy names for things. She 
came down a short time ago, looking fine and happy. 
Especially when I told her that Mr. Connors haa 
been given the contract. (Laughs.) And she made 
a guess—as you thought she might—that the un- 
known friend who helped Mr. Connors was Allan, 
till—he popped in and denied it. Then Barton ap- 
peared, and tried to bluff us into believing that he 
was the man behind the job till Mrs. McNulty 
breezed in on the scene and showed him up to the 
queen’s taste. Oh, it was hammer and tongs here 
for a while. I would have been amused, but, Mr. 
Stanley—my heart was so full of gratitude to your 
father 

Stan. (Smiling) But we mustn’t speak about 
that, Mrs. Connors. You remember that was to be 
a dead secret between us. 

Mrs. C. All right. I'll say no more—now. The 
wrangle quite upset Dulcy, so she went to her room 
to give her nerves a,chance to quiet down. But Fl 
call her. She would be vexed if I didn’t. 

Stan. Don’t think of disturbing her if she’s 
resting 

Mrs. C. IJ’ll go and see. For if I remember the 
old fairy story, (Smiling.) the sleeping beauty woke 
when the prince came to the castle. Just wait a 
minute, (Fwits L.) 


(Business for STANLEY, goes and looks out of win- 
dow, glances now and then at L. entrance. De- 
mote impatience, DuLcy enters smiling.) 
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STAN. ’Morning, Dulcy! How is the star per- 
former? You are certainly looking fit. 

Dutcy. ’Morning, Stanley. Oh, I’m all right. 
I have every reason to be, for you and Beatrice 
gave me the most wonderful time I ever had in my 
life. 

Stan. And you gave my friends the most won- 
derful time they ever had in their lives! 

Dutcy. Now, Stanley, don’t begin giving me un- 
deserved praise as the reporters did. But of course 
I am very happy that I did not disappoint you and 
Bea, and perhaps your friends. Such lovely people 
have called up kind congratulations, Momsey tells 
me. 

STAN. Didn’t I tell you that true aristocrats ap- 
preciate real talent when they meet it? 


(They are on the settee down L.) 


Dutcy. You are always saying something—kind 
—and generous. 

STAN. It will be—some time, I fear—before I 
will be given an opportunity to say kind and gen- 
erous things to you—again, Dulcy. I start for the 
West to-morrow—night. 

Dutcy. So—soon?—I am both sorry—and glad. 

Stan. Why—sorry and—glad, Dulcy? 

Dutcy. I think probably you have discovered— 
that we Connors are—perhaps too honest in speak- 
ing just what we think and—feel. I am sorry, be- 
cause—I will miss you terribly. 

STAN. It is dear in you to say that—Dulcy. Yes, 
I know the Connors are splendidly sincere. 

Dutcy. And I am—glad you are going, for you 
are to engage in a man’s work, and win success as 
your tather did. : 

Stan. I hope so. (Forced laugh.) I may dis 
cover some new veins of gold in Dad’s mine. Wor 
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derful pockets of the pure metal. But the most 
marvelous nugget—that any man might hope to 
- find, will be—back here—in little old New York. 

Dutcy. (Slowly) A—marvelous—nugget— 
right here—at home? 

STAN. Yes. There was never a—nugget half 
so marvelous, for it has hair, and 
eyes, (Describing Dutcy.) and can sing beauti- 
fully 

Duucy. (With a tremble in her voice) But— 
maybe—the nugget—you fancy in your mind—came 
from—Second Avenue, so it can’t—be so wonder- 
ful as it came from 

Stan. I have never crossed Second Avenue in 
the past few weeks without tipping my hat to the 
grand old street. I don’t ask you to make any 
promises—now, Dulcy, I want to prove that I am 
worthy of all the kind things my friends have pre- 
dicted for me. But if some other—prospector in 
my absence should try and steal from me this mar- 
velous nugget 

Dutcy. If you still want it,—the nugget will be 
-—waiting for you, Stanley. 


(STANLEY raises her hand to his lips.) 


CURTAIN 


ieee) 
oi} 


‘i ee ‘ — 
-s BA 


~ 


fe _ aoa : rT ae 
d — 4 
a 
ip tues oa 


ee 


qin, Sey 


co a 


ERY 


Se eee 


et 


pe 
s 
eS 


is ‘ 3 
RCo 
Bethe 


od 


by 
aN 


¥ 
Nes bib Rea ts 
Madr 
SN 
Tae 


